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CHAPTER I. 

** Why are we weighed npon with heaTiness, 
And utterly consomed with sharp distress, 
While all things else have rest from weariness t" 

TBNNTSOir. 

The antamn sun is rising above the long, 
ragged; interrupted ridge of the Peterstown moan- 
tains. Its level rays glint apon their broken 
Bummits, and pour into the deep pictaresqae 
cups of their hollows. It casts the golden light 
and purple shadows of September upon their 
heath-covered sides, and turns the bare and 
treeless waste into a glory and a delight to the 
eye — to the eye, that is as a popular writer dis- 
cerningly observes, that brings with it the power 
of seeing. 

Presently the sunbeams clear the mountain 
ridge, and fall pleasantly on the straggling, up- 
and-down, in-and-out village, or, in Irish, town ; 
and light up the little churcli and. \\i% y^*^i>at|^ 
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the sohool-honse and the monastery, the parsonage 
and Episcopalian chapel ; and far away the park 
palings, the oak woods, and the heavy old-fashioned 
windows of Peterstown Court, the seat of the 
chief proprietor, Lord Powderhouse. 

Two men are on the scene ; one nearly at the 
turn of life, the other in the very bloom and pride 
of young manhood. They are standing in a little 
land or enclosure at the meeting of four roads or 
rough field-ways, marked at their junction by 
one of those rude sunken crosses so well known 
in Ireland, dented here and there by worn and 
moss-grown Cufic characters, written and read 
by a race long passed away. The young man 
leant gloomily on his spade ; the old one, shad- 
ing his eyes, seemed taking in the beauty of the 
scene. 

** Now it does one's heart good to be up wid the 
blessed sun !'* he exclaimed, drawing a deep 
breath. ''An' blessed be Him that made it, and 
hung it up in the sky, as a light to cheer the 
world. See there, how it kindles the holy cross 
on the church, and shines on Father Murphy's 
winder. (May fhe heavens be his bed!) Why 
should ye be cast down, then, Bandal boy ? have 
we not a true shepherd to look after the flock ? — 
good luck to the same !" 

*' That's true to ye, Father Michael," replied 
the young man, smiling faintly. " But look here. 
You may shut your eyes if you will, or stop them 
there where ye are looking; for you can govern 
yourself, fetther, with a hand which I cannot. 
But could ye not look then, too, on further — to 
the house of the fox Moylaui and of the badger 
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Israel Brooker, and of the wolf, too, ating np the 
flock, hoth wool and flesh, the Parson Hall ? Can 
the shepherd, as ye truly call him, drive out the 
beasts of prey, or keep us an hour safe y" 

** Tut ! tut ! Randal boy ; ye take things too 
fierce like, as yon boys are apt to do. Ye*re sore, 
too, and no blame to ye, not being able to marry 
your girleen ; an' sure, though she's my own, I'll 
Bay that a sweeter and gracefuUer maid never 
knelt before the altar, with her own true boy, than 
my Una. But take patience to it, boy. I've lived 
through such times as you've never seen, an', 
please the Lord's mercy, never shall see again in 
ould Ireland. An' there's better coming yet, for 
ye have faith in the Queen of Heaven and the 
saints, an' have made yer offering like a true 
Catholic ; and soon there'll be a door opened to 
you when ye least look for it. My lord means 
well enough ; and though Moylan has an Orange 
heart in him, and comes of Scotch blood, I'll 
warrant Father Murphy will walk through his 
plans with his eyes shut, and wiU get Father 
Cyprian to back him. The Lord will help us 
through, if ye only keep to your faith." 

" I know I ought to be good !" vehemently 
ejaculated Bandal, striking his spade into the 
rich earth. '' Except yourself. Father Michael, 
there was not such another in Peterstown as 
my father. There never was any of our kin in 
the Petty Sessions Court, nor ever shall be — un- 



*' Unless — '* repeated the old man, turning fall 
»pon him ; " unless what ?" 

His eye might well rest there with a fiather's 
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pride. Kandal had raised himself to the utmost 
of his six feet two of stature, with knotted corded 
arms folded tightly across his broad square chest. 
With his proud head, covered with dusky brown- 
tipped curls ; his large brown eyes fixed in fiery 
resolve ; his dark clear cheek, flushed with con- 
scious power; his clean cut nostril, open with 
defiance, — he looked the very embodiment of 
Will, set and bent to mow down all obstacles in 
its path. 

"Unless what?'* he proudly repeated. "Un- 
less they drive me to a bigger court with a blacker 
crime ! Father Michael, I tell ye I fear myself. 
.Peterstown has become a bad place for me now. 
There has been such upsetting with the agent ; 
such threats and bad language with the Scripture- 
reader ; and through it all such driving about 
that infernal rent, that with waiting and dang- 
ling for Una, I*m not the boy I was; and if it 
weren't for her — God ever bless her ! — I'd take a 
berth and go across the sea to-morrow !" 

"An* I wouldn't blame ye," replied Michael 
pityingly ; " I wouldn't blame ye, dear. I feel all 
ye say and have suffered. There's one who knows 
it all ; an' do ye go up and spake to his reverence, 
and take counsel wid him as is set over us for that. 
See there — " 

" What are ye doing there, father dear ?" said a 
bright clear voice at his elbow. " Have you and 
Bandal been struck of a heap by the good folk 
this blessed morning ?" 

Both the men started and turned, and at the 
sight of the young girl, who set down a large 
basket by her fiAther's side, Kandal's face changed 
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to a rested and beantifal expression, which he 
seemed to catch from the fresh and pare happiness 
that glowed on hers. He stooped down and kissed 
her cheek, a caress which she seemed to take as it 
was given — the fit and simple greeting of those 
betrothed. She opened the basket, spread the 
little coarse clean cloth on a heap of sods, and 
arranged the bowl of potatoes, hot in their skins, 
the large jag of foaming battermilk, and the great 
hanches of sweet brown bread, in a style that 
would have created hunger in even an idle man. 
She was then going to leave them, and return 
home with the basket ; but Randal stopped her by 
saying, 

" Una dear, stay till I have done, which will be 
in a few minutes, and I'll go back wid ye to the 
house — ^I want a word; and I am thinking of 
going up to see Father Murphy.'* 

Una fixed her eyes upon him. " What's troub- 
ling you, dear ?" 

" Nothing now,** replied Randal, with a smile 
full of confidence and love. " When you are by 
me, asthore, the sun shines both sides of the 
wall." 

Una saw that whatever there was to hear was 
for her private ear alone, and the talk was general, 
till old Michael, reverently standing up, made the 
sign of the cross, and took his spade again, bid- 
ding Una go back with Randal quickly, that she 
might look to her grandmother, and speed Martin 
to school. Una did not need many injunctions. 
She rapidly and neatly put the things together, 
tied the jug and bowl up in the cloth, threw the 
potato skins tar over the wall ; and when Randal 
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had bestowed his spade in the little dyke on the 
other side of it, the two were ready to start towards 
the village. Bandal walked on in silence for the 
first five minutes, and then, taming to his com* 
panion, said, 

*'Una darling, my mind has been too much 
troubled of late, and I am resolved to make an 
end of it one way or other. I am going to speak 
to Father Murphy about it this blessed morn. I 
cannot stay in Peterstown. It makes me altogether 
mad and upset, and I fear myself — " 

** I knew there was something coming this two 
weeks," replied Una; and though she spoke 
calmly, her colour went and came. ^' I heard a 
word up and down of Moylan*s conduct to ye, 
though ye know it's not a woman's place to 
put herself forward in men's ajQTairs. But I 
said the round of the beads for it before our 
Lady of Sorrows, for that is better than talk 
and worry." 

" My own girleen !" said Randal, looking almost 
with reverence at the sweet steadfast face by his 
side. '' I know your strength, asthore, and where 
ye get it ; and I thought I would speak out to ye 
oust for all. There's other lands and parishes 
than Peterstown, Una, and other countries too* 
^n' if a strong man cannot get work at Balcarra 
or some other place, would ye be afraid to follow 
your boy to foreign parts, even if 'twas across the 
sea?" 

**I'm not afiraid to go with ye all the world 
over, Bandal," replied Una, looking up at him 
with her large innocent eyes ; *' but there's grand- 
father and grandmother, and Father Murphy's 
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ichool. I think we mast wait a bit longer, and 
Bee what turns np. Bat any way, yon'll ask 
Father Marphy ; he'll set as idl straight, Randal 
dear, and maybe you'll get better work at Balcarra 
than here." 

She added these last sentences, for she saw his 
countenance change at the sad words, '* wait a bit 
longer," as if indeed they had not had waiting 
enough. 

" You'll not put the school in my way, Una," 
said Randal vehemently, " if there's no other hin- 
drance to our being married out of hand ?" 

^* I'll put nothing in the way, please Ood," she 
replied, with a simple earnestness that set him 
quite at ease. ** My poor schooleen !" she added 
playfully ; *' you have been as jealous of it as if it 
was a lover." 

** And if it isn't a lover, sure it's the beloved 
one," replied Randal; **so now I've caught ye 
out. I would not take ye from Father Murphy, 
darlin*, if I could help myself or you; but ye 
would not like me to be always comin' across 
Moylan and my lord ; and sure ye would not like 
to be keepin' school here while I was kickin' my 
heels in Balcarra, like Owen Rooney and the 
Countess Esme in the ballad which blind O'Rourke 
sings of?" 

" No, no, Asthore," replied Una, laughing 
merrily ; ** I'll not be the Countess £sm^ any way, 
with myself in one place and my heart in another. 
If a woman gives herself, she gives herself alto- 
gether ; she mustn't be in two bits, like Nora 
Macnally's blanket." 
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Sandal laughed so heartily at the illustration 
that Una's mind felt relieyed of a heavy load. 

They were now come to the foot bridge crossing 
ibe stream which led immediately to her grand- 
father's cabin ; and bidding Bandal '^ have it all 
ont with Father Murphy, and bring her sure word 
of what he advised/' she took from him the little 
bundle^ and tripped lightly over the moss-grown 
plank. Bandal looked after her for a few mo- 
ments, and then swinging on his rough jacket, he 
sprang like a deer over the loose stone walls of two 
endosuresi and took the shortest cut to the pres- 
bytery. 



CHAPTER n. 

** With yon to lire alone, 
M ethinks were better than to own 
A crown, a sceptre, and a throne." 

Tbnntboit. 

Bandal strode along with mighty steps, firm and 
even, as if he was trampling upon impossibilities, 
and turning them to possible facts under his feet. 
Of all the inhabitants of the village, he had per- 
haps sufiered the most, and the most cruelly, 
from the course of petty persecution and prosely- 
tism which an unsympathising and often-absent 
landlord, and a narrow-minded agent, had for some 
Jtime been inflicting upon Peterstown. 

Fiery and ardent in all his feelings, enthusiastic 
and highly wrought in character, intelligent and 
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discerning beyond the average, and endowed with 
all those gifts of wit, beanty, bright spirits, and 
boundless generosity, which wield so powerful an 
influence over others, Bandal Molina was com- 
pounded of that stuff which circumstances may 
raise into a hero, or twist into a criminal of no 
ordinary dye. 

Already but twenty-four years old, he had been 
some years betrothed to the little schoolmistress, 
Michael Macnamara's granddaughter, commonly 
called by an Irish name of endearment ''the 
Pride of Peterstown." They would have been 
married two years since, but that the agent took 
umbrage at Molina's free and impudent speech, 
and owed Macnamara a grudge for his upright 
opposition to partiality and violent collection of 
the tithes, and for his being so respected for his 
wise and pious life as to be, next the priest, the 
universal referee among the simple tenantry of the 
village. One time, Molina's cabin was let over his 
head to a family of '' squatters," who sent their 
children to the Established school. Another, he 
was refused, on some frivolous pretext, a necessary 
plot of ground for his potatoes and the cow. 
Once he was compelled to change both cabin and 
land, on the plea (which was false) that he had 
'' burned the land," and sown it two seasons with 
the same crop. Several times offers had been 
made him to emigrate, that the Scripture-reader 
might have the opportunity of '' converting" and 
courting Una. For the zealous new parson, the 
Ilev. Exeter Hall, had imported a Scripture 
reader from Manchester at some expense, who 
looked upon the peasants of Peterstown much aa 
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a sparrow hawk looks on a barn-yard of fowls, and 
who seemed to make it his chief business to stir np 
the evil passions of the natives, and to keep them 
in a kettle of hot water generally. 
' It may easily be imagined that a root of bitterness 
qnickly sprang np between Brooker and Molina, 
which the most trivial occasion might aggravate 
at any moment to bitter hatred. After striving 
and fighting manfully with his various diflBicultieSy 
and sedulously improving his cabin and land, the 
agent had lately told him that a renewal of his 
lease could not be given when the rent was paid, 
as Lord Powderhouse wanted the house for an 
under bailiff whom he was going to bring from 
Scotland to the Peterstown estate. 

On hearing this Molina had left the agency with- 
out saying a single word. He had caught his under 
lip with a firm gripe, and set his teeth, lest words 
of overwhelming condemnation to himself should 
escape him in the first rage and anguish of this 
fresh disappointment. Then he had rushed to 
Macnamara's cabin, where, finding old Nora alone, 
he had knelt down beside her, and poured out the 
frdl tide of passionate feeling which he had 
hitherto controlled, and swore that no human 
being should any longer force him to bear this 
cruel persecution unavenged. Had Nora been any 
but an Irish woman, she must have quailed at the 
fiery lava flood that poured from her son-in-law's 
heart, and perhaps have resolved that a character 
so hot and stormy should never be linked with 
that of her only son's child. But the grand old 
woman's mettle and courage was a match for his 
own, and without an instant's flinching she said that 
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if tbe old conntry was too hot and narrow to hold 
both him and Mojlan, there was all God's world 
beside,— other GalJiolic conntries where hearts emi 
hands would be welcome ; new lands where bone 
and mnscle could make its own way. Una could 
follow him to America or Australia, or Spain, 
just as well as she could settle in her own town, 
and should not be denied him, eyen if she neyer 
came back to close the eyes of her grandfather 
and her own. She was promised him by solemn 
word before God, and no honourable girl could 
ever take it again. God would take care of His 
own. 

Then checking his vehement expressions of ar- 
dent gratitude, mixed with fierce and incoherent 
curses on his enemies, old Nora laid a hand on 
his bowed head, as if he had been a child : 

'' Randal; asthore,*' she said, " do not speak of 
enemies as if th^y were yours. The enemies of 
God, and of our holy faith, and our country, we 
must resist and root out as far as we can. But if 
we have those who speak bad of us, and treat us 
to wrong, we must. pray for them and do them 
good turns, till we melt their hearts. See what 
He said for His enemies ;*' and she pointed to the 
little wooden crucifix — " * Father, forgive them ; 
for they know not what they do.* " 

''Oh mother, you are an angel!" exclaimed Ran- 
dal, seizing her hand ; '* no wonder Una is what 
as she is, with such a one to overlook her since her 
childhood. An' that is what makes me more and 
more mad," he added passionately, '* for if we was 
wed to-day, to-morrow I should be another man, 
|ind not myself at all." 
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" Nay, boy," replied Nora, smiling through her 
large tears, *' I think my girleen would rather have 
you as you are, and make the best of it wid yon. 
Cheer up, gramachree ; have patience awhile, and 
trust in the blessed God, — glory be to His name ; 
He will make a path over the stones for ye, darlin,' 
when His time come. He knows the hour better 
nor ye." 

It was these words, and the grand look of faith 
and perfect trust in Nora's fine aged face, that were 
. stamped on Randal's mind as he parted from Una 
and strode towards the presbytery. 



CHAPTER m. 

" He saw through life and death, through good and ill ; 
He saw through his own soul : 
The marvel of the everlasting will, 
An open scroll, 
Before him lay." — TennyiM. 

And now he has reached the house, and passed 
through the lower wicket-gate to the door. A 
pleasant little court was that in which he found 
himself, as he flung through the gate. Green as 
the emerald by which Ireland is always symbolised, 
and soft as the richest velyet, was the turf which 
clasped the old runic cross, which, having been 
found in a neighbouring bog, and presented to the 
parish priest by the proprietor, made a pleasing 
and appropriate centre to the grass-plot. It was 
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more neatly kept than often, alas ! falls to the lot 
of Irish ideas ; for Father Murphy had been to an 
English college, &nd there had laid np certain 
habits of method and order, which were useful to 
his parish as well as to himself. 

Little did Bandal heed either the turf or the 
tidiness as he rang softly at the bell. The sacris- 
tan and odd man, who answered it at once, quashed 
his hopes. 

** Not in it ?" he repeated, as if all hope had 
vanished, " When will he come back ?" 

''Not till the week's end. But will a stranger 
serve your turn, or must you see Father Murphy 
himself ? Sure, there's a strange missioner come 
awhile in his room." 

A stranger ! Bandal hesitated at the unpromis- 
ing and chilly sound. The old familiar voice and 
kind welcome that he thirsted for would not be 
here. But, any way, it was a priest. Maybe he 
could give a little help. 

" Yes, sure," he said, though with a sigh ; " I'll 
make bold to see the strange jantleman, if he will 
trouble himself." 

"Well, I will say I never saw a jantleman put 
himself to such trouble and give so little," replied 
the sacristan. '' He makes his own bed any way, 
and one day I was busy more nor usual, he went 
for to sweep out his own room. And when I 
humbled myself that a priest should do such a 
thing, he spoke so beautiful about Nazareth and 
the Blessed Jesus, who did everything to help His 
dear Mother, (honour and glory to them both), that 
the very tears come into my eyes." 

The talkative odd man was only stopped by 
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their coming to the church-door, which led out 
of a little gallery from the house. Just as he was 
passing into it, the priest came out of the sacristy 
vested for Mass. A moment's vexation crossed 
Bandal's face, as he thought how long he should 
have to wait ; but it cleared away on a little reflec- 
tion, and he slipped into a seat and buried his face 
in his hands. He cast himself, body, mind, and 
soul, before the throne of God, and asked for help 
as he had not done for the many weeks during which 
outward trials had absorbed and embittered his 
mind. Large tears rolled through his fingers in 
the agony of his prayers, as he took a review of his 
own strong passions to be subdued, the strong 
temptations to be rejected, of the urgent occasions 
of sin into which he was every day driven, or had 
fallen into by the circumstances of his hfe. Anger 
and revenge, the two master passions of the Celtic 
race, seemed to bum in his heart with a more liv- 
ing force and a more fiery glow. How were they 
to be quenched? How was he to live under 
Moylan, and be content and calm ? How was he 
to walk side by side in life with Israel Brooker, 
and see him courting Una on the sly, and not wish 
to take his blood ? 

And then the bell rang ; and in a few moments 
the priest was lifting up the Lamb of God, the 
mute and passive Victim, above his head. Who 
being reviled, reviled not again, and in all things 
meekly abandoned Himself and His majesty to the 
scorn and contempt of men. 

Randal felt the healing influence dropping like 
dew upon his troubled soul. He knew what was 
ministering to his sickness^ and adored and blessed 
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it with his full heart. He was powerfolly bat 
easily influenced, and the same want of constancy 
attended him that is usually seen in such a character. 
At this moment he was mightily strengthened and 
refreshed ; and when the Mass was over, and the 
people began to go slowly out of the church, he felt 
able to look his grief in the face like a man. 

A quarter of an hour passed, during which the 
tall strange priest, who seemed very exact, knelt 
in the sanctuary, making his thanksgiving. Then 
he got up and went to the sacristy door, when 
he signed to Bandal to follow him. The priest 
spoke to him kindly, and, finding the talk was 
likely to be of some length, sent him into his 
study, where, he said, he would follow him in a 
few minutes. 

It was not much more when the door opened, 
and the tall, spare^ but powerful form of the priest 
presented itself. 

"Well, my child," he said kindly, ''I am 
very sorry Father Murphy is not at home ; but 
I shall be glad to do anything for you in my 
power. You will not look upon any priest as a 
stranger ?" 

" Thank your reverence kindly, I want a word of 
advice badly ; but maybe it will be troubling you ; 
and a stranger, — I mean,'' he said, correcting him- 
self, as the eyes he met looked like those of an old 
friend, — " I mean one who does not know the ins 
and outs of us here." 

" Don't you think you can tell me enough of 
the ins and outs to set me at home with your 
trouble ? Come ! you know, a trouble told is half 
cured r 
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Bandal twisted his cap into two or three shapes 
while he considered how to put his overflowing 
thoughts into words ; and then he hegan, and, be- 
fore he well knew it himself, had told the whole 
circumstances that we already know, just as he 
would to Father Murphy himself, and ended 
with, — 

" Father, what I most wanted to ask was, whe- 
ther Una and I cannot be wed out of hand, and 
take ourselves a bit away out of Peterstown ; not 
too far, but to Balcarra, like, or somewhere handy 
to the father and mother.*' 

" Out of Peterstown altogether ! But is not 
Miss Macnamara Father Murphy*s school-mistress? 
Could she leave him at sixes and sevens that way, 
after all his kindness V* 

" That is what I knew your reverence would 
say," replied Randal sadly ; " but I have jumped 
all into the middle of my story, and not told you 
that Moylan — that is, the agent — has given me 
sudden notice to quit my cabin and land." 

The priest withdrew his hand with which his 
face was shaded, with a quick movement, as if of 
pain. 

"Lately, do you say? Does Father Murphy 
know r 

" No, your reverence. It was the day before 
yesterday. I went to him to pay my rent ; and he 
wants the cabin for a cousin of his own who is 
coming here to be under-bailiff to my lord." 

" But you say you have improved both cabin 
and land by his own acknowledgment ? He could 
not, in justice, take it from you after that." 

" Ah^ sure^ I have improved the land I", replied 
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Bandal, eag^Iy. ** Many an honr haye I spent 
OTertime^ fetching and spreading and digging-ia 
myself. I took pains, too, with trying a new way 
of cropping, changing with roots, according to an 
English farming-book that was lent me. The cow^ 
took so well to the roots, and the milk was so 
good, that I bought a fine lot of pigs, which did 
rarely too. And the cabin is all thatched and white- 
washed by these hands." 

" Did you represent all this to the agent ? Does 
lie know what you have done ?" 

'' He does, father. He said it was all nothing 
to him ; and that I onght to be glad to be let off 
the fine for raining the land, for he will have it I 
have burned it. He said he wanted the cabin, and 
it was the only one his cousin could go into. He 
had my lord's orders ; and that was enough for the 
likes of me.*' 

** I will speak to him myself," said the priest, 
after a short pause. *' I shall see him to-day on 
another piece of business. It would be unjust, 
unless he has other reasons ; and I should like to 
hear both sides. Do you happen to know of any 
other reasons, my child ? Tell me fairly all you 
know." 

Molina twisted his cap again into sundry forms 
not exactly to be found in Euclid ; and then, look- 
ing up with frank trust, though his face flushed 
and darkened, he said, 

"Your reverence, I don't pretend to see round 
more corners than other people ; but I believe the 
bottom of the thing is, that Moylan wants to be- 
friend the Scripture-reader Brooker towards get- 
ting my little girl for hiipself. I can't name it, your 
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honour, without longing to break his bones ; and 
that's the bare truth, there then!'* 

He got up in his excitement, and walked to the 
window. 

"Now that is a truth I don't like to hear," said 
the priest, in a decided but friendly way. 

" Come, Molina, be a man. Put away such a 
temptation and childish excitement, and trample 
your passion under your feet. If you cannot 
make up your mind to do this, my child, I warn 
you that there will be no blessing from God ; for 
you and everything will be thwarted and go wrong. 
This is a very serious matter. Your landlord is a 
Protestant, and of course wishes to increase his 
Protestant tenantry and get rid of Catholics— natu- 
rally enough. His agent openly avows himself an 
Orangeman, and will back up his master, or even 
take a stronger line. Your * little girl ' is the 
schoolmistress of the place, and seems to have the 
good-will of both parents and scholars." 

"There ye're right, father, God love her!" ejacu- 
lated Bandal warmly. 

" If she was removed, I suppose it would be 
difficult to supply her place, and would throw a 
great bother and fuss in Father Murphy's way, — 
who deserves your consideration above all, as your 
priest and true father. If you were to fall out 
with Brooker now, and even if you are not exceed- 
ingly careful of your looks and words in his com- 
pany, you will make^an upset which will be hard 
to get right again. You will be marked as a tur- 
bulent, quarrelsome fellow, of whom the town 
ought to be rid ; and Moylan may then justly come 
down upon you, and send you to the right about. 
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If yon put him in the right, you will help to put 
the Catholic tenants, and your priest, and our holy 
faith itself, in the wrong." 

"You speak truly, father; I see it clearly 
now; you say well,** replied Molina earnestly. 
** Then I'll strive to keep as clear of Brooker as 
the devil does of holy water, I will. But, oh, 
fether !** he added, with a sudden and beautiful 
change of expression, "If we was but married, 
Una and me, she would watch over me and keep 
me &om harm a great deal better nor I can do it 
myself. My mind would be at rest, like; and 
I shouldn't always be in a fret and a fiime. She 
knows it as well as I know it myself, she does." 

" Is Una for marrying at once ? Would she 
come and speak a word to me herself, do you 
think?" 

" Would she not, then ? Troth, glad would 
she be to have the help I have found in your 
reverence ; but she would make me come to-day, 
that I might have some counsel what to do. She 
would marry me directly if I were right about one 
thing." 

" What is that?" said Father Fitzsimon. "Tell 
me what Una thinks.*' 

** Father,** said Molina, hesitating and flushing 
crimson again, " It is if I would be friends in my 
heart with Moylan and Israel Brooker,*' replied 
Molina. " I know I have been pretty bad against 
them both ; and that has kept me many a time 
from my duties. And Una says truly that she is 
a Christian girl, and will have none but a Christian 
man for her husband.*' 

" Una is in the right of it," replied the priest. 
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'* Tell her to come and speak to me as soon as 
she can, — this evening, if possible. And, my 
child, do you bear in mind what I have said. 
Hatred and discord and bitterness of heart will 
bring no blessing on any of ns ; and on yon, 
Molina, and on the girl yon so tmly love, they will 
bring nothing bnt a cnrse. God bless yon, and give 
you strength to cast them oat !'' * 

" Amen to that, then !" fervently exclaimed 
Molina. ** And I heartily thank yonr reverence ; 
and good morning to yon kindly. And will I tell 
Una to come np and speak to you this evening ?" 

*' Do so. Ally time she likes after her school* 
hours." 

If any one had been at hand to make a photo* 
graph of the two that stood in that room during 
the last sentences of the conversation, it would 
eertainly have been one of no common beauty. 
The earnest, vivid face of the listening peasant, 
turned towards the priest as he stood leaning 
mgainst the window ; the rich colouring, the look 
of exceeding ingenuousness and purity stamped 
on his brow, making it almost the face of a child, 
while the broad chest and sinewy limbs showed 
even gigantic strength. 

The other figure was in strong contrast to 
Bandal's. Originally of a powerful build, tall and 
«quare, it was brought down, by abstinence and 
mortification, and the studious deprivation of all 
natural pleasures, to a spare firame of bone, stoop- 
ing and bent when sitting, till a third of its height 
was lost. The head, however, by its expression of 
power, gave a fuller idea of dignity than any 
amount of flesh, or weight of muscles could have 
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saggested. The square, massive brow, farrowed 
more by thonght than age; the heavy looks of 
dark-grizzled hair ; the clear, thonghtfol night of 
the deep-set eyes ; the mobile b^t deeply-cat and 
underhung mouth, equally capable of the keenest 
edge of sarcastic wit and the stem utterance of 
remorseless decrees, — such was the Stra£ford-like 
face, whose speaking and historic significance 
added solemnity to his last warning to Molina. 
In that harsh countenance, and in those dark, 
responsible eyes, there now shone a majestic beauty 
of no earthly expression, — a look of yearning and 
apprehensive sorrow, such as may have passed over 
the Sacred Face of Christ when He wept over 
Jerusalem, and which, once seen, could never again 
be blotted from the mind. 

The priest looked upon Molina, in whom he had 
become greatly interested, with the love which a 
priest alone can feel for a soul. Would that 
ardent, fiery, impetuous, but most generous cha- 
racter master the circumstances which thickened 
round his path in life, or wovid those eircymstancea 
conquer him ? 
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CHAPTER IV. 

** Sweet lips, whereon perpetually did reign 
The inner calm of golden charity, 
Were fixed shadows of her fixed mood." 

Tennifson.'* 

The schoolhonse was one of tbe prettiest things 
in Peterstown. It was at the end of the long, 
straggling, chief street, on the road leading out to 
Dnncarra Abbey, to the lake (Lough Carra,) and 
to the widest depths of the mountain-ridge beyond. 
It was st^ep-roofed and stono-mullioned, and clus- 
tered with clematis, the great-leayed ivy, and 
Virginia creeper, which now flaunted in all the 
autumnal glory of its native home in the west. 
The schoolmistress's house, or rather rooms, were 
part of the building; for Father Murphy had 
wisely removed the boys' school to another part of 
the village, where he had built a small house for 
the Christian Brothers who taught it. Into his 
own parsonage he had taken the sacristan, who 
was also organist, and two elder boys, who were in 
their first degrees of training for the priesthood ; 
and there they all lived in a kind of community, in 
great harmony and peace. 

As the girls' school-bell is ringing, we may as 
well go in and see what is going forward, and how 
Una keeps school. The interior is very simple 
and neat. There are two groups of desks, one of 
which is nearly full, and a few scattered scholars 
are sitting in the other. Before the first group 
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Stands a large black board in a frame, on which a 
sum is already drawn in clear chalk figures. 
Coloured prints of the life and history of our Lord 
hang against the walls, with some good animals and 
natural curiosities. Near the door is a large cru- 
cifix, and under it a holy water stoup^ into which 
each child, as she enters, dips her finger, and 
crosses herself, making a little rustic curtsey as 
she does it. At the end of the school, on a pretty 
carved wooden bracket, (the work of Bandal in his 
winter evenings), stood a pure white image of the 
Blessed Virgin, under a little wooden canopy made 
of hazel-nut sticks. By Una's desire and arrange- 
ment, the base of the rude pillars concealed two 
pots of earth, in which a climbing plant and ferns 
grew, so that, with a little care, the canopy was 
nearly always covered with a living green. Beneath 
the image was the mistress's desk, a little raised, 
and from that rustic throne words of more real 
eloquence and power than are often heard in 
crowded meetings or high places, had gone deep 
into many hearts. And if words are to be judged 
by the Baconian standard, by the fruit they pro- 
duce, Una's was a sounder philosophy than both 
Houses of Parliament often put forth. 

She stands there now, in her plain black stuff 
gown, with its little ruff round the neck, and a 
little cap covering the thick coils of her yellow 
hair ; while something in her sweet youthful face, 
and the deep wells of her true grey eyes, makes us 
think of our Lady in her early married life at 
Nazareth, hallowing her daily labours, and every- 
thing she touches, with her lowly prudence and 
purity of heart. 
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The clock strnck, and as the school-hell ceased 
its xnonotonoas tinkle, the mistress stood up in 
her desk, and rang a little hand-bell which stood 
on its ledge. The children then got np and knelt 
in their places, and repeated a short form of 
prayer, ending with Acts of Faith, Hope, and 
Charity. Then, at a signal given from the desk, 
a monitress drew out the younger portion of the 
children to read and repeat Catechism, while the 
mistress came down to the other group, and gave 
them a lesson in arithmetic — a veiy simple, clear 
lesson, and a simple useful sum. No decimals. 
Father Murphy ruled the studies, and bad decreed 
that the children were to learn a few things, and 
to learn them well; good reading, good writing, 
good sums in the simple rules, good needlework, 
above all. And, you may be sure, there was a 
thorough sifted knowledge of Catechism and its 
meanings. 

The consequence was, — that is, the visible, ex- 
ternal consequence to the public was, — that when 
the inspector came during the past month to ex- 
amine the school, though at first he was thrown 
into a state of contemptuous despair at the total 
want of natural philosophy and political economy, 
and said a great deal to Father Murphy about the 
incalculable advantages to the physiology of the 
human mind, and to the formation of the human 
character, both in these studies and in that of 
geometry and Algebra, — he was neverthless con- 
strained to make certain notes in his report, which 
seemed entirely to satisfy that narrow-minded and 
obstinate parish-priest, who having the curiosity 
afterwards to look into that thidcost of Blue- 
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Books in which the damning and saying testimony 
is rendered of schoola and sehool-teacherSi found 
the following toudiing Peterstown : — 

** Reading — excellent. The tone and expres" 
eion leave nothing to be desired. 

" Writing. — In writing from dictation without 
mistakes, and in the clear bold character of the 
hand, this little school could challenge those of 
far higher pretensions. 

"Arithmetic. — Though it is greatly to be lament- 
ed that an ambition to follow out this noble study 
in its higher branches is studiously checked, in the 
simple rules it was impossible to puzzle the greater 
number of the scholars.*' 

It is worthy of note, that when Father Murphy 
ehut the book, he had a broad smile on his burly 
face, and a most wicked twinkle of his grey eyes, 
I myself beheve that he came to the perverse conclu- 
sion, — that the physiology of these particular 
minds, as well as that of the shirts, potatoes, and 
buttermilk of Peterstown, were sufficiently provided 
for. 

And as soon as you know Father Murphy, you 
will agree with me, that being, as has been said, 
narrow-minded and obstinate, he had found in the 
Blue-Book a Q. E. D. which only confirmed him 
in the said frame of mind. 

While Una's Arithmetic-class were steadily bent 
over their slates, a little bastle was heard at the 
door, and the hitherto attentive children in Kate 
Mulloy's class began to whisper and nudge each 
other. 

Through the half open door two little figures. 
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bare-headed and bare-legged, were seen telegraph^ 
ing vehemently to the scholars inside. 

The whisper broke into a buzz. 

" What is it, children ?" said the clear voice of 
the mistress. '' What is the meaning of this noise 
in class ?" 

A chorus rose in reply, — exclamatory, expla- 
natory, exculpatory; not wholly comprehensi- 
ble. 

" Please, ma'am, its some souping children!" 

" Governess, it's the Soupers !" 

"Please, mistress, we could not help it; its 
Biddy and Ellen Rooney !" 

" Oh, sure, ma'am, you won't let them in !" 

" Hush, hush ! Gently, children. Be silent all 
of you ! Kate MuUoy, go to the door, and se^ 
what is in it." 

There was a dead silence while Eate went down 
to the door, and returned, leading two little girls 
of nine and ten years old by the hand. 

The mistress left her place, and took the two 
children with her to the desk. 

** Where have ye been all this long while, my 
children?" 

" Ma'am, we went to the parson's school." 

A stifled groan, and gestures of horror from the 
children (Greek chorus). 

"How could ye ever do such a bad thing, 
then ?" 

" Please, ma'am, Miss Powderhouse found us 
behind the meal tub one day — mother hid us 
there — and she threatened mother real bad ; and 
she was a&aid of father, and made us go. She 
cried very much afore she took us ; but father had 
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been sick, and off work for a long time, and there 
was not a bit in the house." 

Groans and exclamations of horror from chorus. 

** Poor darlings !" murmured Una, tenderly 
stroking their cheeks. ''Poor, persecuted little 
lambs, small blame to ye ; but, oh, how much to 
him that trades with religion to sell souls ! 
What did ye learn, darlings ? Did they treat you 
well r 

" Ma'am, they was very kind at first ; and they 
made us learn the English religion," replied the 
elder girl. " They have a funny Catechism, that 
says a deal ; but only two Sacraments, ma'am ; 
and the teachers made Ellen and me say it every 
day ; and Mr. Brooker, the Scripture man, he 
come in every day and teached us too. He was 
very cross ; oh, wasn't he cross ! And the parson, 
he come now and then hisself. But for all Ellen 
was so little, she up and would not say that Cate- 
chism ; and every day when she should have 
answered, 'two only,* for the Sacraments, she 
would cry out, * there are seven Sacraments !' 
which put the parson sadly about; and Mr. 
Brooker said he would beat her with his cane if 
she carried on like that, for it made all the chil- 
dren laugh." 

" Laugh !" repeated Una. " I should have 
thought they would have been angry too !" 

" Oh, no, ma'am," continued the child ; " they 
are nearly all souping children, or sent because 
their fathers is afeard of the parson or the agent ; 
so they was mightily pleased to hear Ellen out 
with the truth ; and they backed her up, on the 
sly, to give the parson ' the rale thing/ and \L^Q.<i 
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for to give het goodies as we went home. Then 
some more took it up, and used to shout out in 
the Creed, * I believe in one Catholic Church/ as 
loud as they could, and other things like that, so 
that the Scripture-man was right down mad and 
swearing; and yesterday, when he asked her, 
Ellen said, ' There are seven sacraments, given by 
Christ to His Church.' So then he up and 
reached his cane (as he is always a fingering of it 
ready), and he gate Ellen a rale good beating, 
and she will have the marks of it for many a long 
day.'? 

At this point, the chorus, which had gradually 
formed into a ring, closely pressed round the 
mistress and the children, burst simultaneously into 
loud hisses and groans; but though the school 
discipline had actually been broken through, Una 
would not notice it in such a case, not only be- 
cause of the force of the temptation, but because^ 
with her wise gift of government, she thought the 
moral force of the example, and the advantage of 
every thing being openly tested, of greater weight 
than any conventional regime. 

" And what did Ellen say after that ?" asked 
Una, when the burst of wrath had subsided. 

'^ She said, ma'am," replied her sister, '' that if 
Mr. Brooker beat her to a jelly, she would always 
say the rale Catechism." 

The breathless hush with which the children 
leant forward to catch the answer was instantly 
broken short by a perfect storm of clappings and 
shouts of applause. Una only smiled, while the 
tears stood in her eyes. She was certainly not cut 
out on the Blue Book and minutes pattern. A fresh 
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round of delighted clapping, which rang round the 
fkshool, was stopped immediately by her holding np 
her hand. 

** My dear children," said the mistress, " you 
are right, and I loye you all from my heart for 
praising the words of this little child, your old 
schoolfellow and sister. Our dear Lord Himself 
set a little child in the middle of His Apostles, 
wad bade them become like him, or they could not 
enter the kingdom of Heaven. This little child 
has come into the midst of us this day, and has 
given us a lesson. We must be ready for suffer- 
ing, ready for the scorn and shame of Christ, 
ready for death itself, sooner than forsake or deny 
our faith, — the holy faith St. Patrick left us, — 
of the one true Catholic Church. Now if you 
were sent, any of you, to the parson's school, 
(which God in His blessed mercy forbid !) should 
you have the courage to say what Ellen said, 
and really to bear the beating she would have 
had?" 

" I hope so, mistress," " We wish we should, 
governess," "I hope God would stand by us, 
ma'am," resounded from all parts of the school ; 
and one pale, thoughtful-looking, crippled girl re- 
plied, as if from the very depths of her heart, 
** By the help of God's grace, governess, I would, 
and be glad." 

** I thought this ; I expected just this !" said a 
deep-toned voice, so near to Una as made her start 
and flush a little, as she turned round to the in- 
truder. Close beside her stood a small, sallow,. 
but striking-looking man, whose straight black 
liair, brushed back from hia fai^, wsidi qi^^^^cccl^ 
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bright and deep-set black eyes, redeemed the 
general commonness and insignificance of his ap- 
pearance. His white neckcloth and long black 
coat, shabby, but scrupulously neat, seemed to 
proclaim him a religious minister of some kind. 

" I thought this, and I have not been wrong in 
a single point," repeated he, fixing his cavernous 
eyes rather insolently on the mistress, but then 
letting them restlessly wander on meeting her 
clear gaze. " * The heathen have defiled Thy heri- 
tage, Lord God of Hosts ; but Thou wilt deliver 
Thy own from the snare of the fowler.* Is it well, 
Miss Macnamara, openly to make your establish- 
ment an asylum for truants from the Peterstown 
school r* 

** I ask your pardon, Mr. Brooker; but I thought 
this was the Peterstown school," replied Una, with 
a slight indication of a smile ; ^' and excuse me, 
I cannot call them truants that return to their 
own." 

** ' His words were smoother than oil, having 
war in his heart,' " muttered the other, resting 
bis flickering glance momentarily on Una, and 
withdrawing it as if in fear of deadly fascination. 
'' Miss Macnamara, without crossing too many 
words, I am come to look for and to demand my 
strayed lambs." 

** Yours, Mr. Brooker ?" replied Una, with calm 
dignity ; " but excuse me sir, I cannot conceive 
that you reckon the Peterstown Catholics as part* 
of your flock." 

** Ma'am," said the Scripture-reader, with his 
slow and strongly-marked North-of-England ac- 
cent^ '^I have many times wrestled with the Lor4 
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for you, and, armed with that glorious weapon of 
* all prayer,* which is every pilgrim's best defence 
in passing through this desolate valley of tears, 
I have come out to convince your young but 
bitterly misguided mind of some saving truth. 
You have mocked at my best efforts, refused my 
prayers, rejected my Bible, the true Word of God, 
and persisted in wallowing still in the mire oif 
Popish delusions and will-worship. Now I must 
speak plainly to you. AU these children, all the 
children of Peterstown and Ballycormack, being 
nnder the jurisdiction of his lordship Lord Powder- 
Louse, and of his honourable sister and co-heiress 
Miss Powderhouse, are also under Mr. Hall's and 
mine, most unworthy servant of Christ though I 
am. 

" Och ! and that's intirely true, for once ! 
True for yees is that word, the * unworthy !* 
Och ! man, and I'd not be for giving the dear 
Lord sich a sarvant ; I'd take my discharge and 
be off wid yees !** echoed audibly, with whisperings 
and nudgings, among the circle of monitresses 
and bigger girls, and turned the dark glance of 
Brooker upon them with an angry glare. Una 
raised her hand, and there was a dead silence. 

" Mr. Brooker," she said, mastering her own 
indignation and strong repugnance to holding inter- 
course with this man, ** I cannot enter upon any dis- 
cussion vrith you in this place. Whatever you may 
think fit to bring forward in your own mind, and 
to satisfy yourself, you cannot deny that this 
school ought to be safe from your intrusion, and 
the children of Catholic parents from your perse- 
cution. Excuse me; sir; if I Beem lo ^"g^^^s^asL^^ 
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or in a way unbecoming ; but I am placed here by 
Father Murphy, and must uphold his rights and 
authority." 

'' Intrusion !" exclaimed Brooker, and his deep 
musical voice seemed to ring through every comer 
of the school, as his eye dilated with an evil 
light, very unpleasant to see. '^ Take care. Miss 
Macnamara; I have overlooked much from you, 
and much from yon insolent cottier, your lover, for- 
sooth! But you will find yourself and him in 
the wrong box, my fine madam ! I home prayed 
for you, and thirsted for your soul, as a zealous 
pastor and minister of God, to bring you out oj^ 
the abominations of Babylon ! Now look to your- 
self ! Look to your old grandfather, who maybe 
will find himself out of his cabin and land ! Look 
to your fine handsome lover ; see if he will be in 
Peterstown a year to come ! Look for him, and, 
what he will have gotten for himself ! And if yd 
find him through all the length and breadth ol 
Lreland, my name is not Israel Brooker !" 

" An' is that all ye have to say for yourself, my^ 
fine fellow ?" exclaimed a deep and excited voiced 
at the large window, which, garlanded with Vir- 
ginia creeper, looked into the little court next the 
road. The next instant, "with a leap like a 
deer-hound," Molina sprang into the school, and 
stood beside Una, who instantly laid her hand on 
his right arm. His indignant tongue she could 
not master. 

" Have you finished your preachin'. Mister^ 
Israel Brooker ? Then I'll treat you to some of 
mine ! I tell you, sir, if it were with my last 
Jbreath^ that you are a base ruffianly coward, l| 
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bully, and a rascal ! Yon are a coward for comin* 
to worry and frighten a parcel of girls and a 
defenceless young woman ! You are a bally, for 
bragging of power which you know you can never 
uphold ; and you are a rascal, sir, for daring to 
insalt an honest man's betrothed wife, whose 
shoes you are too base to black ! No ! Una, my 
darlin', keep your dear hands to yourself, for I'm 
gettin' beside myself entirely !" 

And so saying, the young giant suddenly 
pounced upon the weak frail form of the Scrip- 
tare-reader, and before he could recover speech, 
breath, or presence of mind, bundled him tlurough 
the window into the court outside ; when, after 
uttering terrible curses and threats, he shook his 
fist with a settled look of hatred at the building, 
and went oiOf a good deal fiEister than he came. 



CHAPTER V. 

'* Yet not with brawling opposition she, 
But manifold entreaties/' — Tennyson. 

^* Oh, Bandal dear, how could you !" said Una, 
drawing a deep breath. 

I am sorry to have to confess that she was at 
the same time laughing. 

(Be it known to all concerned that the Angelm 
had been said, and the school quietly dismissed to 
their between-school " lunch" in the yard.) 

"Is it how could I?" replied Randal, who was 
leaning with his arms crossed on the front of the 
desk, looking triumphantly and mi&cbi^'iQiKi^V^ \si 
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Una's face, " Troth, asthore, isn't it how could 
I help knocking the breath out of the spalpeen 
again the window frame ? The very sight of him 
standing a-nigh to you made me think on the 
beautiful window in the church, where Eve is 
a-standin* next to the black Satan — bad luck to 
him !" 

" But you did not think I was tempted to do 
his bidding, as Eve did, I hope?" said Una, laugh- 
ing again. 

" You deserve to be punished for that !" ex- 
claimed Eandal, taking her by the shoulders, and 
giving her a little shake, and then, as if he could 
not help it, a kiss. But he released her imme- 
diately, and resuming a more serious manner, he 
said, " But indeed it's no laughing matter that a 
dirty spalpeen like that should dare to think of 
you, Una, darlin', at all. It's that makes me 
downcast. And he wouldn't threaten if he had 
not a power to do us mischief; and get your grand- 
father and me once out of Ireland, he might try 
then to do worser things still !" 

*' Dear Kandal," said Una, laying a hand lightly 
upon his shoulder, **why do you disturb your 
mind with such dark troubling thoughts ? I wish 
you could have more faith in God, and be more 
cool and settled about things !" 

" I wish I could darlin,' like your own dear 
self ! It's something to look at the sweet look in 
your eyes, that's only like the eyebright flowers 
in the brook down yonder. It always makes me 
better and happier when I see them, God be 
thanked !" 

'^ Look at better than that, Bandal dear ! But 
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sure, if even that helps you, — if God is so good 
as to put a little light of faith in me, — let us both 
take the good of it/* replied Una simply. " Only, 
Bandal dear, if so be as you get into such ever- 
lastin' storms, and cannot keep nor your tongue 
nor your hands quiet, I think we could do better 
out of Peterstown nor in it." 

A deep shade fell on Molina's speaking face as 
he remembered his Mass and his morning resolu- 
tions. Una immediately felt sorry for what she 
had said. 

"Now surely, asthore,** she said, with that 
pleading grace, that loving submissiveness, that 
marks her countrywomen above all others of their 
sex, — " surely there's no need to be cast down for 
one little silly word ! Don't mind my foolish say- 
ings ; but tell me however you got here at this 
time of day. Weren't you at work all morning on 
Cochrane's land ?" 

" I shall work for him over-hours instead," re- 
plied Kandal. " Una darlin*, I went to see Father 
Murphy the morning. He isn't in it just now ; 
but I saw a strange gentleman, Father Fitzsimon, 
from beyond .Duncarra ; not that he seems strange 
to me at all, — for a kinder, nor more homelike 
and easy, I never see. An' he wants to see and 
have a word with you, asthore, as soon as he can 
get it." 

" Now ?" said Una, starting up. " Oh, then, 
why did you let me go on idling here ?" 

"Nay, nay, darlin', he said — 'this evening;' 
and he is a very exact gentleman, Larry Brady 
says ; he is up with the lark the momin's, and 
out of the sacristy door with the ^^\> e\!^^k ^\:^^* 
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ing. An', Una darling I heard his blessed Mass 
this mornin', and I took it to heart to forgive 
Moylan and Brooker, and all the lave on't ; and 
there, now, you see, the devil has been too strong 
for me again, and it'|^ all as bad as ever !" 

** Now that's the only untrue word ye've said 
yet," replied Una caressingly ; " for if it had not 
been for that Mass, maybe you would have beat 
him badly, or laid it on worse with your tongue. 
And now he is not harmed at all; only kindly 
lifted out of the window, far easier Ihan he de- 
served — for in truth it was a dirty action to come 
here, and me alone with the children — and he to 
be talking against our religion, too ! And what 
you said was only the truth, and perhaps will be 
a lesson to him to save his bones whole for 
another while. So now, Bandal dear, don't be 
takin' on, but keep out of their way ; and let us 
see what the good priest wants with me. Per- 
haps, as he is such an exact gentleman, he may 
have some good plan in his head to put us up to. 
And, dear, when you have finished your work to- 
day, would you look in, and see about the ivy for 
Our Lady ? — sure it wants renewing badly — and 
then you could go up after with me to the priest's 
house." 

With such and such-like winning and soothing 
words did Una run on, as she sat in the desk (tell 
it not to any writer of a fashionable novel !) eating 
her own bit of " lunch" between the school hours ; 
and her innocent and loving and wise ways com- 
forted Molina, as a woman's ways are intended to 
do. He felt himself happier, and ^'heartened 
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np ;" and he went off to his work all the better for 
having been with his ** girleen." 

It would doubtless be easy for many readers, 
nnacquainted with Ireland and Irish story, in its 
long course of both systematic and unpremeditated 
oppression, to exclaim that it is perfectly useless 
attempting to mend the Irish character ; that it is 
always cruel, revengeful, impulsive, exaggerated, 
and that the taste for riot, blows, and curses, is 
inbred and inborn. It is perfectly true that there 
must always be an essential difference between the 
Celtic and Anglo-Saxon characters. It is useless 
to deny the fact, or seek to reduce it to accidental 
causes. Nations, as well as separate men, must 
go through life, and work out their good or evil 
course, with the characters born with them. 
They may modify and cultivate, but they cannot 
wholly change or destroy. The Irishman will 
always be an impulsive and poetic, the Anglo- 
Saxon a reasoning and reflecting man. The Irish- 
man will be ready, flexible, and swift, ingenious 
and subtle of mind; the Anglo-Saxon will be 
blunt, stubborn, upright, and a stickler for justice 
and exact truth. The two characters come in 
collision at every step they take, and nearly at 
every word they utter. They might be the great- 
est help and the most soUd advantage to one 
another : they are an irritation and a stumbling- 
block each to each. From the very beginning of 
their intercourse, the essential antagonism of 
character, acting especially on the relations of 
dominant and subject races, has tended to make 
this irritation more fixed and gaWiug,* ^oA ^<^ 
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qaestion, the vital underlying question, of differ- 
ence of religion, has been so cruelly and brutally 
handled, so obstinately and stupidly mismanaged 
by the dominant race, that, notwithstanding the 
softening influences of time and use, the two 
nations still present the unsatisfiActory parallel of 
varying streams, which flow alongside, chafing and 
remonstrant, but never mingling or united. 

Some may perhaps exclaim that there are pic- 
tures in these pages too highly coloured; party 
exaggerations, the overstatements of an enemy^ 
unwilling to allow what has been done to remove 
all irritation between this country and the fiery 
and still reluctant "Sister Isle." They indig- 
nantly cry out that for many years, at least since 
1825, everything has been done, both by Parlia- 
ment and in private, to heal the "wounds" so 
persistently sung by poets and patriots, but which, 
as far as reality goes, rank in their minds with the 
wooden legs and stuffed humps of the professional 
beggars, who, after parading their various wretch- 
ednesses during several hours of the day, retire to 
the pleasant variety of ducks, green peas, and 
bottled stout at the appointed tavern. It is easy 
for those who have grown up within the last few 
years, and who have no Irish connexions or sym- 
pathies, to talk in this strain; it is even most 
natural, pardonable, and almost unavoidable. 
They may be allowed to point complacently to the 
Poor Relief Bill, to the Fisheries and Public 
Works, to the drainages of bog land, to the appor- 
tionment or sale of Encumbered Estates, and 
then triumphantly to ask. What more could be 
done for Ireland than has been done ? How could 
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this nngratefol and most irrational people be more 
cared for or better governed, or in any way more 
fostered and cherished, than it is by the paternal 
legislation ? 

We do not deny that much has been done, in a 
happier age, more sensitive to honour and refine- 
ment than its predecessors, under a sovereign 
whose whole example has been shining with kindly 
humanity and domestic virtues, to blot out the 
deep-dyed stains of three hundred years of such 
cruelty and savage wrongs as have never disgraced 
any other history in the world. Let English 
writers* who piously hold up their hands at the 
conduct of the Spaniards in Mexico and Peru, look 
in the mirror of Irish history, and there behold 
how their forefj^thers treated a Christian people. 
Let them even read the records of '' sixty years 
since," at the close of the eighteenth cextiary, and 
after carefully noting the details of the wanton 
murders of priests and laymen; the wholesale 
burnings of houses and entire villages by the 
Wreckers ;t the throwing out of women, with their 
babes of an hour old, in the snow, while their 
homes and bedding were burnt beside them ; the 
lawless driving out of hundreds of Catholic fami- 
lies at once, in the depth of winter, and at mid- 
night, for the sole cause of religion ; the tortures 
and floggings, even to death, without a shadow of 



* As in that powerfnlly written and most tinjast of the works of 
Charles Eingsley, Wuttoard Mo ! 

f The Wreckers were the first foundation of the Orange socie« 
ties and lodges ;' so called because they wrecked, or piUled down, 
the houses of Catholics, under the usual pretext of their being 
rebels. 
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trial or offence ; — let them note these things, and 
then decide whether the *' wounds" of Ireland are 
a symhol of romance, or whether, to this honr, the 
life blood does not still flow. 

Nor will it cease to flow until the absurd ano- 
maly ceases of providing a dominant Established 
Church of one reli^on for a nation of another, 
and obliging the nation to support both its own 
and the one which they detest. It will not cease 
while the ministers of the state religion are not 
only looked upon as '' alien" in blood and in faith, 
but are also regarded by the people as police 
magistrates, church rate collectors, and oppressors 
of the poor. It will not cease while the Catholic 
faith of a Catholic nation is merely tolerated, as 
on sufferance and by courtesy of the conquerors, 
because tolerance and indifference are the fashion 
and spirit of our time ; but tolerated with grudg- 
ing, and open or ill-concealed contempt, as African 
consuls or Indian governors tolerate fetish-worship 
or caste-laws — with haughty, scornful pity for the 
superstition and its slaves. 

The Eomans were wiser in their heathen gene- 
ration than we " in a greater time." They ruled 
their annexed provinces in that large wisdom 
which freely left all other things as they were: 
habits, customs, lesser laws, religious observance, 
they not only sanctioned, but treated with consid- 
eration and respect; and it was this spirit and 
policy alone which for so many centuries held 
together the discordant elements of that most mar- 
vellous of all the empires of the earth. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



" Whose spirit, antithetically mixed, — 

One moment of the mightiest, and again, 
On little objects with like firmness fixed." 

Byron. 

The bell rang with a loud, cheery, congratula- 
tory peal in the bell turret of Peterstown Court, 
the seat of the Lord Powderhouse. Let no one 
innocently imagine that it was the bell for morning 
prayers, much less, alas, for the Sacrifice of the 
Mass, which had once been daily o£fered in the 
Court chapel, to the refreshment and benefit of 
the • ancient inmates of the old house, since be- 
stowed by Cromwell upon one of his English 
Puritan followers. Many a time had the O'Brien 
Blakes heard Mass there at earliest cock-crow 
before going forth to battle, or to the sports for 
which that country was famous; and many as 
were their sports, and still more numerous their 
battles, it had never been known that a Blake 
died without a priest, nor went '^ unhouselled, 
unannealed ''* into the next world. A brave, hearty, 
and most generous race were they; but after 
undergoing every kind of torture and loss during 
the terrible " Hag's War" in the reign of Eliza- 
beth, the last representative of the family was 
hanged and quartered in his own grounds by 
Cromwell's soldiers, his head stuck over the gate- 
way, and the estates and house made over to the 

• Without the Viaticum and la&t «XkoV3i^^ 
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officer commanding the detachment, who received 
his name from the number of honses he had burnt 
and blown up. 

The present occupant of these good things was 
made of other stuff than his gunpowdery ancestor. 
He was an indolent, timid, good sort of man, full 
of prejudices, but kind of heart, and much led 
by the triumvirate who just now held the reins, 
viz. his sister, his agent, and the rector of Peters- 
town. 

At this moment, having been carefully sponged, 
and tubbed, and douched, the bell in the bell turret 
signalled to the lieges of Peterstown that his lord- 
ship was about to receive the reward of his labours 
in the substantial shape of breakfast. So down 
he went, letters in hand and spectacles on nose, 
by a massive oak stair-case, and through a broad 
gallery hung with tolerable pictures, and an ante 
room thickly carpeted, to the dining room, where 
the table was laid with game, curled ham, eggs, 
hot rolls, barley scones, fresh fruit and preserves, 
tea, coffee, and chocolate, — in short, all the et- 
ceteras of an elaborate and luxurious breakfast, 
such as modem self-indulgence craves and re- 
quires. 

Behind the silver tea-kettle and lamp — hand- 
somely chased and engraved with the Powderhouse 
arms and fiercely suggestive motto, "I fire my 
way to fortune" — sat a lady reading the Times, 
and apparently too much engrossed in some of its 
topics to pay much attention to Lord Powder- 
house, who hemmed several times, and fondled a 
handsome English spaniel that moved lazily to 
meet him, before she looked up. 
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" Good morning, my lord," she then said curtly, 
and returned to her lecture of the Times. 

*' Down, down. Die ! you must wait till I have 
begun myself, at least. Why Dollie, what have 
you got there so interesting ? Any foreign news ?" 

" Yes, Clodo, plenty, and good news too. Rome 
is evidently on its last legs. This poor foolish 
old Pope seems to be dying in good earnest now, 
and then there will be an end of the Papacy, and 
we shall have a new state of things. They are 
collecting subscriptions for changing St. Peter's 
into an English — I mean an Anglican — Cathe- 
dral ; and I really think we might go to the open- 
ing. I should like that. But what I have just 
been looking at now is the audacious conduct of 
the English Boman Catholics. Beally, consider- 
ing their near extinction, it is astonishing how 
they keep up their insolence to the last ! They 
are clamouring about their schools, and workhouse 
people, and prisoners, as if they actually had a 
right to be heard. I never did see such imperti- 
nence ! Why, they will soon be all in prison 
themselves. I wish they would learn to know 
their place !" 

" Well, well, my dear Dollie, I think it is our 
place to have our breakfast at this moment," said 
the more pacific nobleman, tucking a corner of his 
napkin under his ample chin. '^ What have you 
got there — grouse ? I would rather have some 
Bnipe, if you please. Pass the Devonshire cream. 
I hope it is thicker than it was yesterday. Shall 
I send you a roll ? Thank you. Tea for me, if 
you please. Have you seen anything of Hall V* 

*^ He was here just now. He i& %Q\i^ ^m\» ^\^ ^ 
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Utile errand for me, but will soon be back/' rather 
mysteriously replied Miss Powderhouse^ as she 
prepared her brother's tea. 

Accordingly, very shortly afterwards there came 
in, meekly and humbly, and sliding rather than 
walking into his place, a tall, thin, lathy looking 
clergyman, badly put together as to the Imees and 
ancles, and narrow and stooping about the shoul- 
ders, and who altogether seemed to have become 
bent and limp by perpetual bowing, and perhaps 
by never knowing exactly what his opinion upon 
any subject was until he had heard that of the 
person with whom he was conversing. This was 
the Very Rev. Exeter Hall, a minor canon of 
Gokeborough in the north of England, and the 
Protestant rector of Peterstown, where he was 
installed in a comfortable parsonage, with glebe 
lands and everything conformable to his excellent 
income of £600 per annum, and somewhat more 
than conformable to his select congregation, which, 
including the agent, his schoolmaster, and the 
Scripture-reader, amounted to sixteen souls. 

In the absence of legitimate duties wherewith 
to fill up his time, Mr. Hall made himself ample 
amends by carrying out the wishes of Miss Pow- 
derhouse and those of the Anti-Mark-of-the-Beast 
Society, by proselytising the whole parish and 
township of Peterstown. Having been strictly 
reared in the lowest of Low Church or " Evangeli- 
cal" views, and conscientiously believing all that 
he professed, Exeter Hall firmly held the following 
articles of belief : 

1. That all Papists are idolaters, worshipers of 
images^ wafers, and the Virgin Mary. 
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2. That confession is a means of buying leave 
to commit sins according to a graduated scale of 
payment; and that absolution is granted on a 
corresponding sliding-scale of compensation. 

8. That all Popish priests and educated persons 
of the same communion are thoroughly aware of 
the mummeries and absurdities of their fiaith, but 
keep up a decent appearance of belief and union 
in order to maintain and spread the *' system." 

From these comprehensive premisses he deduced 
the not unreasonable conclusions that it was a 
good and beneficial act to religion and mankind 
in general to '^ convert" all Papists by any and 
every means, and to chase Popery itself by main 
force out of every state in the world. 

In these views he was supported by Lord Pow- 
derhouse, but far more so by his sister, who was 
actuated by certain feminine notions of zeal, 
imaginativeness, and a strong prejudice against all 
priests, and Fatiier Murphy in particular, who had 
often defeated her best-laid plans. Added to this 
was a chronic force of indignation at the insolence 
of any liegeman opposing his lord and master ; 
and a fixed idea that if Ireland could be sunk for 
twelve hours in the Atlantic and reappear a new 
Emerald Isle, purged of all Popery and its 
belongings, it would be a second Paradise upon 
earth. 

But it is necessary to have experienced the 
actual results of the feelings engendered between 
the descendants of English settlers, whose hold 
upon their property depends upon their keeping 
the ascendant by fair means or foul| to realize the 
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mind of an Orangeman^ or, in Irish langnagOi '* a 
black Prodistan.** 

On tliis particular morning the Very Eeverend 
Canon Hall appeared more than usually over- 
whelmed and cast down by the aggressions of 
Popery. The roll transferred to him by his lord- 
ship's right hand remained untasted on his plate ; 
the tea, quickly administered by Miss Powder- 
house, and sweetened with his own uncounted 
lumps of sugar, stood by its side untouched. 
Something was evidently *' rotten in the state of 
Denmark." 

" Did you succeed, Mr. Hall ?*' inquired Miss 
Powderhouse, touched by the manifest discomfi- 
ture of her ally. 

"Yes, madam; that is — ahem!— I succeeded 
BO far as to see Brooker." 

" But not to much purpose, I am afraid. Some- 
thing is wrong, Mr. Hall; but pray eat your 
breakfast. You have not tasted a thing this morn- 
ing." 

" I beg your pardon for seeming presumption," 
replied Mr. Hall, bowing his head ; but I hope I 
may say with truth, * the zeal of Thy house hath 
eaten me up, and I have forgotten to eat my 
bread.' " 

He crumbled the roll into his tea, and sighed 
deeply. 

"What is that?" asked my lord, rather as- 
tonished at so familiar and apposite an exposition 
of the Psalmist. He turned his capacious person 
a little from the broadsheet of the Times. " What 
is up, Mr. Hall ? Good morning, my good Sir j 
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yon came in so qnietly, that I really did not ob- 
serve. Is there any bad news in the village ?" 

" Ahem ! I cannot say news, my lord/' replied 
Hall, sighing again ; '' but there is the renewal of 
the same bad events which mark this devoted place, 
where the fierce wolf watches to destroy the flock. 
My lord, the zeal and watchful care of your admi- 
rable sister (a humble bow) pointed out to us that 
the Booneys from Cahir on the mountain, whose 
parents I at length induced to withdraw their 
children from the pestilent vapour of the Popish 
school, had been remiss in sending them to your 
school-house for several weeks; and I sallied forth 
this evening to find Israel Brooker (the true collie- 
dog over my flock) before he started on his daily 
rounds to the remoter cabins. I was, happily, in 
time to arrest him, and learned with grief that the 
Booneys had been entrapped again to the priest's 
school; that he, Brooker, had followed them 
actually into the jaws of hell, that is, the 
school-door, — to demand his strayed lambs ; and 
that he had, I almost shrink from uttering the in- 
sult to your lordship and your honourable sister — 
that he had actually been thrown out of the win- 
dow in the most ignominious manner by a ruffian 
named Molina, the lover and follower of the priest's 
schoolmistress !" 

" Out of the window ! Heyday, that's a serious 
matter !" exclaimed my lord ; and a dark red spot 
rose to each cheek. " This is rather too inso- 
lent !" 

"Insolent! ay, my lord. Now you will be- 
lieve !" exclaimed Eudora Powderhouse, getting 
np from her chair in violent indignation^ " M.<^- 
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lina, too, a brute who onght long smce to have 
been transported ont of the country, if he does not 
rather deserve to be hung ! He dare touch our 
Scripture-reader ! Well, Clodo, if you sit tamely 
under this, I hope you have made up your mind 
to be attacked yourself next ; and then, I suppose, 
you will say a^ain that Molina is to be pitied !" 

'' Certainly I should say he was to be pitied," 
replied the kind-hearted nobleman, smiling in 
spite of himself, but uneasily ; for he was always 
rather uneasy when Dollie was " unearthed," and 
in full chase after the tenantry question; '^a 
savage ruffian, such as you describe Molina to be, 
must be exceedingly to be pitied at all times, my 
dear. But there are others who must be looked 
after too ; and I will certainly not pass by this ex- 
traordinary transaction. I shall either see Molina 
myself here, or send for Moylan this very day." 

** Send for Moylan, Clodo," said Miss Powder- 
house; ^'send for Moylan. He knows these 
wolfish peasants, and is up to their artful, lying 
ways, which. Heaven knows, you are not. I wish 
you wotdd profit once by his experience. Your 
heart is fifty degrees too soft for Ireland and the 
Irish." 

'' That is a fault that, I am afraid, can never be 
laid to your charge, Dollie," replied my lord, nerv- 
ously picking up the crumbs beside his plate. 
*' But, my dear, I don't like to see you so hard and 
eager against the tenants ; you may lead us all 
into a great deal of mischief, and add very seriously 
to my difficulties." 

** You add to your own difficulties, Clodo, by 
your absurd weakness and indecision/' exclaimed 
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DoUie, hanghtily walking towards the door ; " and 
you will never OTercome them till you take counsel 
from firmer and more resolute men. You might 
take a lesson from the Bomish priests there. 
They never scruple or dilly-dally when they make 
np their minds that a course is the right one to 
take. They are steady, unflinching, and unswerv- 
ing when an ohject is to be gained, and for that I 
respect them." 

** Ah, my dear honoured Miss Powderhouse,'* 
broke in Mr. Hall, " you must remember how a 
tyrannous and blind wUl is one of the chief charac- 
teristics of the terrible Beast ; a crushing, blood- 
thirsty, cruel tyranny is what they are bred up to, 
which you would be fieir from driving his lordship to 
imitate. Consider, my dear lady — " 

" I do consider," ruthlessly interrupted the un- 
daunted Dollie ; '* and I consider that if the Irish 
peasantry are to be ruled by their priests against 
the landlords and against law and order, all refor- 
mation and religion will be completely set at 
nought ; and we may as well make up our minds 
to have our throats cut at once, or to be shot 
through the windows while we are at dinner." 

"I hope not; God forbid!" said my lord, 
moving uneasily in his luxurious chair, and shift- 
ing his place slightly, as if his portly figure had 
suddenly become a target to some unknown sports- 
man without. " Your imagination runs away with 
you so, Dollie, and you express yourself so vehe- 
mently, that you conjure up visions which no one 
else would think of. Do calm yourself, my dear, 
and let us investigate this matter in a becoming 
and judicial manner." 
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*' iDTestigate as much and exactly in fhe way 
you please/' returned the uncompromising head of 
the family, curling her lip with (Usdain. '' I shall 
take my own measures, and come to my own con- 
clusions, as I generally do." 

And so saying, Eudora marched out of the 
room, much as a crack three-decker falls off from 
the chase of a couple of gunboats, which, having 
crippled, she considers unworthy of further powder 
or attention. 



CHAPTEE Vn. 

" Meantime I seek no sympathies, nor need ; 
The thorns which I have reaped are of the tree 
I planted." — Byron. 

" What is to be done ?" said my lord help- 
lessly. 

'' I should recommend sending for the agent, 
my lord," replied Hall, after a solemn pause. 

"But would it not be better to send for the 
young man himself? I often feel as if I ought to 
see more of these poor, deluded cottier-tenants. 
Perhaps I might influence them by kindness." 

" A most Christian and amiable wish !" ejacu- 
kted Mr. Hall. 

" But you see," continued my lord, rising, and 
standing with his back to the fire, "I am so 
unused to talking to that class of persons in this 
country. They speak so fieist, and in such a 
strange language, and express themselves in such 
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a singular manner, that I can scarcely make head 
or tail of their meaning. And then they get 
wilder and more flustered, and I more completely 
puzzled, BO that it makes it exceedingly awkward 
for both parties. They really are an incomprehen- 
sible set of people, and it is hard to know how to 
deal with them.'' 

" Indeed, my dear lord, I sympathise with you 
entirely," replied Mr. Hall. " It is certainly a 
heavy burden that is laid upon you — a very heavy 
burden indeed : He alone who laid it can lighten it 
to you. I recommend sending for the agent, my 
lord. It is indeed a complete riddle how to ieel 
with these people. I often feel it so myself when 
I have not the slightest idea whether they are 
deeply and properly impressed, or whether they are 
making game of me altogether. It is a riddle, 
quite so indeed ! Let me ring the bell ?" 

" You think so ? Well, yes." 

The bell was rung, and a message despatched to 
Mr. Moylan to come immediately to the Court. 

Mr. Hall was justified in saying that Lord Pow- 
derhouse^ bore a heavy burden. It was exactly 
£12,623 odd shillings and pence per annum, with 
a numerous tenantry, who were rated to support 
Canon Hall's comfortable parsonage and glebe, the 
church which they never entered, and schools 
which they shunned, and many of whom did not 
know their landlord even by sight. It must be 
agreed that this was a very heavy burden for any 
man's shoulders, especially when it is remembered 
that an account mR have to be rendered for the 
same. 

After the lapse of ten minutes Mr. Mo^l&a b&d. 
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reached the Court, and was ushered into my lord's 
study to await his commands. It was not sur- 
prisiog that Miss Powderhouse so strongly advised 
her brother to send for his Agent to investigate 
Molina's crime, in preference to inquiring into the 
matter himself. No one could come face to face 
with Malachi Moylan, without an instantaneous 
feeling that he was confronted with a man capable 
of energetic decision, and an inflexible will to carry 
out what had been decided upon. The bronzed, 
handsome face; the high nose, with its thin 
nostrils ; the thick, straight eyebrows, nearly 
meeting over the eyes ; the steely-blue eye, with 
its dark lashes ; the under-hung, firmly-cut mouth ; 
the hard, fine-strung, sinewy figure; and the sharp 
ringing voice, — in short, the whole appearance, 
from the crown of the straight, narrow head to the 
equally straight, narrow heel, most clearly and 
unmistakably betokened the hard, clear, definite, 
and unimpressionable spirit that reigned within. 
There is a mingled race of the Scottish Celt, the 
Irish Celt, and the English settler on Irish soil, — 
the Cromwellian and Orange colonist, — which is 
as distinctive and marked in Ireland as the pure 
Milesian and the Irish descendants of the Span-* 
lards. To this race of triad blood Moylan be- 
longed. 

" Good morning, Moylan," said my lord, as he 
found his agent erect upon the rug. *' Pray sit 
down. I sent for you so early to beg of you to 
investigate the circumstances of a curious squabble 
between Israel Brooker and a young man named 
Molina. Do you know anything of Molina?" 
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" Yes, my lord, I do indeed. Just lately I gave 
him notice to quit." 

*' Ah, I was not aware of that. Has he been a 
bad tenant ?" 

"Not exactly, my lord. No, there was no 
&alt to find on that head ; but his cabin is the 
only one that is decent enough to lodge Macbriar, 
the new under bailiff." 

"Ah, the under-bailiff? I see. It was for a 
house, I think, that he waited V* 

"It was, my lord; and also it was a good 
opportunity of getting rid quietly of a very dan- 
gerous character, which I am sorry to say Molina 
is." 

"In what way dangerous? I have heard this 
before. Explain your meaning." 

" My lord, Molina is a young fellow who, if he 
considers himself offended, would stick at no 
crime." 

"Ah, indeed I" uneasily exclaimed my lord, 
glancing towards the window as if again painfully 
reminded of rifle-balls and long shots. " Dear 
me, what a country this is, where one never knows 
if one's life, even, is safe ! But then, sir, confound 
it all, what a foolish thing to go and give the fellow 
notice to quit !" 

The slightest perceptible sneer dilated the nos- 
tril and curled the thin lip of the agent. He took 
good care to keep his eyes respectfully fixed upon 
the carpet. 

" My lord," he replied, after a short pause, as if 
he had been weighing his employer's suggestions, 
"if I were to bend to the people in that manner, 
or to show the slightest fear, I should \i^ ^\i\5s5b\4 
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helpless at their mercy. The Irish Bomanists, 
low, ignorant, and impressionable as they are, are 
accustomed to be treated by their priests with an 
absolutely despotic power. They are governed, 
literally, by the cudgel and the lash ; and if the 
landlord is ever to command their respect, it is the 
lash which he must keep constantly before their 
eyes. I have lived long in the country, my lord, 
and my father and grandfather before me, and I 
am firmly convinced that both the government and 
the landowners must make their choice between 
two alternatives, — either to have their tenants-at- 
will loud, insolent, open-mouthed, and rampant 
above their masters, or firmly crushed under tiieir 
heel." 

Still standing before the fire, the agent raised 
his head a little more at these last words, and 
ground his foot upon the hearthrug, as if the whole 
Irish nation lay in helpless serfdom under his 
slender boot-heel. He raised his cruel eyes, and 
even my lord was struck with the cold flash of the 
steel. 

** There is truth in your remarks to a certain 
extent," he replied, " but you carry them too far, 
and I do not like the sound of the words. I do 
not wish, I should be sorry to think it necessary, 
ever to * crush* any of my poor tenants. I wish them 
to be persuaded of the saving truths of our pure 
religion, and to be drawn kindly from their errors* 
but not to be driven and goaded like brute cattle. 
I am afraid there was too much of that spirit in 
the last century, and it has given the poor a bad 
impression, though no doubt those stories are very 
much exaggerated. Did you give Molina notice to 
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qnit on any jnst grounds, and did yon give him 
time ? It would be better to run up a house for 
Macbriar than to drive out an industrious, good 
tenant." 

"My lord, the grounds were chiefly Molina's 
own rash and quarrelsome behaviour," replied Moy- 
lan, in a moderated tone ; for he was thoroughly 
taken aback by the firm and sensible words of his 
employer. " Molina can never let the Scripture 
reader alone, and is always doing him bad turns. 
Brooker vows vengeance against him, and it keeps 
the town in bad blood. Besides, my dear lord, 
the season is getting on, and I do assure you 
Macbriar is terribly wanted. It is impossible (I 
do not wish to insist, or to offend your lordship's 
kindness of heart) — but it really is impoaaible to 
keep these fellows at work without a strict hand 
to look after them." 

" I believe you, and lam well aware of your zeal 
and true interest, Moylan," said my lord. He 
mused painfully a little, and said again, " I am 
very sorry the young man and Brooker are at 
loggerheads. Brooker seems to me to be meek- 
ness and charity itself among the poor." 

" He is, indeed, as your lordship truly ob- 
serves, meekness itself," replied Moylan, with 
another slightest curl of the Hp ; " indeed, when- 
ever I have seen him at work, he appeared to give 
an excellent example to the people. I do not pre- 
tend to any great piety myself, and cannot quote 
Scripture like Israel and Mr. Hall ; but I beheve, 
my lord, you will find me generally at my work, 
both for the cause of the Established Church, and 
my employer, as in duty bound." 
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'* I have not the slightest donbt of it, Moylan/' 
said my lord heartily. ''You have always kept 
one consistent coarse, and commanded my respect 
and esteem." Moylan bowed with modesty, and 
at the same time with self-respect. ** But how 
about the yoang man? You say he is a good 
tenant. Has he improved his cabin and land? 
Is it well cropped ?" 

*' He has manured the land and thatched the 
cabin ; there are good crops on the land now/' 
replied Moylan, who scorned a lie. 

" Ah, well, that is very praiseworthy ; industry, 
above all things, in this country, must be cher- 
ished and rewarded. He must have a handsome 
compensation. That, I have no doubt, will 
smooth away all difficulties. I should like to see 
him myself, and have a little conversation with 
him. A kind word or two goes a great way with 
the poor. If you will be so good, Moylan, send 
the young man to the Court this evening, and I 
will see him myself. I assure you I pity these 
poor misguided peasants very much. Often, when 
I am riding in i^e mountains, and I see their sus- 
picious lowering looks, I feel the truest pity for 
their condition. They seem to look upon me as a 
tyrant and an enemy. After all, they are dread- 
fully poisoned by their priests." 

A dark shade crossed the agent's face. *' Your 
lordship never said a truer word. And as if we 
had not a bad one enough to deal with in Father 
Murphy, he has called in, or the Bishop has sent 
a strange one into the parish to give a ' mission,' 
who is as much worse than the other as Satan is 
than his imps. I track him everywhere, putting 
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ft finger here, and a finger there, and a spoke into 
e^ery wheel ; so that all the little way Brooker has 
been able to make, by getting the poorer parents 
to send their children to your lordship's school, 
this Tile priest has undone by a whisk of his 
hand. And as your lordship has spoken of it, I 
must say I think it very hard that Father Murphy 
should be aUowed to go on crossing me about even 
the management of the land, which cannot be his 
business at all. He backs the tenants up in their 
burning and racking the soil, and as long as he 
does so Macbriar can never carry out the Scotch 
improvements we planned. Wherever there is a 
lazy, droning, slovenly pig of a Komanist tenant 
to be kept in, and a bright, intelligent Protestant 
to be kept out, there this priest crosses me with 
his 'rights,' and his 'justice,' and his 'appeals,' 
till I am forced to wish from the very bottom of 
my heart that the whole ruck of them, priests 
and people, were just sent back to hell, where 
they belong. And I do now, and that's just the 
truth !" 

Waxing warm and Irish in his hatred, Moylan 
had indeed spoken the truth, and a good deal more 
of it than he intended. 

** I was not at all aware of all this," said my 
lord gravely, taken somewhat aback in his turn at 
the sudden opening of the volcano ; " you should 
have kept me better informed, Moylan, as to the 
state of afiiairs. How is it that you have never 
mentioned to me before anything of Father Mur- 
phy's differences with you ?" 

The agent knew very well why. He would very 
little have liked my lord to have heard ojid «!^^ 
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all that had gone on between him and the parish 
priest. Little as he had sounded the extent of 
Lord Powderhoase's goodness of heart, he knew 
he was a gentleman and a man of honour ; and 
he would not have relished his own vexatious, 
goading tyranny and exaction to have been con- 
trasted with the patience, the endurance, and the 
brave defence of his own flock which he knew 
Father Murphy had shown. He dreaded now 
more than ever, as he gained fresh insight into 
the natural integrity of his employer's character, 
and had a glimpse of the dormant qualities which 
a long course of indolent self-indulgence had 
obscured, that he should gain an insight into 
Peterstown politics, and rapidly resolved that dust 
must be thrown, as softly and quietly as possible, 
into his eyes. 

"I believe, my lord, I have been entirely 
wrong," he said, in an accent of humbled and self- 
convicted compunction. **I have never seen it in 
this light before ; but I believe I have done exactly, 
what I ought not. I have been so accustomed to 
converse on these subjects with Miss Powderhouse, 
and to carry all lesser annoyances to her, that I 
forgot to ascertain whether they were passed on to 
your lordship. I took for granted, of course, that 
Miss Powderhouse would do everything that was 
proper, and that I had no title to inflict a double 
annoyance. I acted for the best ; but I believe 
now I was entirely in the wrong." 

" That is enough — more than enough ; say no 
more, Moylan," replied my lord. ** I wish every 
one was as ready as you to see the truth when 
pointed out. If any letters have passed between 
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yon and Father Mnrphy, I sbonld like to see them. 
And pray do not forget to send up the young man 
Molina tiiis evening. After I haire seen and heard 
him, I should like to consult with you upon the 
matter, that it may be arranged as soon as possi- 
ble. Good morning." 



CHAPTER Vm. 

" His honour rooted in dishonour stood, 
And faith nniaithful kept him fidsely true." 

Tennyson* 

Surprised, baffled, disappointed, put out; all 
those seething and boiling interior emotions which 
the thwarting of a strong will and passions stirs 
up in the depths of the heart were clamouring for 
an outlet, as Moylan turned his steps from my 
lord's study and crossed the hall. So he, the 
puppet, the soft, easy-going, pleasure-loving tool, 
turned this way and that by the sister or by him- 
self, had become in a few hours transformed into a 
master, asserting a will and opinion of his own ! 
He was going, forsooth, to look into his own 
affairs, and to investigate matters with his own 
eyes and brains. A pretty kettle of fish if he 
did ! How was he to be drawn off? upon what 
false scent ? 

" Oh, the devil take it all !" 

Seized by a sharp pang of irritation and per- 
plexity, the agent, thrown off bi«i \i&wft.l 'v^rj 



60 IBIBH DIAMONDS. 

gnard, uttered this comprehensive hiessing aloud ; 
and the moment he had done so, was mnde aware 
of the presence and close attention of the solemn 
butler in crimson and powder, who, without 
changing a muscle of his London face, said slowly, 

" Miss Powderhouse desires to speak to you in 
the morning room, if you please, Mr. Moylan. 
This door, sir." 

" Well, the devil is certainly at hand to help 
his own !" was Moylan's instantaneous reflection ; 
but this time he kept his thoughts to himself. 

He followed the solemn butler, reduced to the 
respectful calm of his ordinary demeanour. 

'^ I wonder if he has |been dismissed, or only 
well blown up," reflected Steadman the solemn in 
his turn, as he marched at a funeral pace before 
him. '^ I must look after the little keg of moun- 
tain whiskey he promised n^e, if he is going away. 
I'll remind him of it as he goes out." 

The Honourable Eudora Beresford Powderhouse 
— commonly called "Dora" or "Dollie" by her 
dear friends, of whom she had a few, and '' Pow- 
derpuff " by her dear deprecators and enemies, of 
whom she possessed a goodly array — sat near the 
bay window in the morning room, which she had 
appropriated to her own special use. As usual, 
she sat, in the appropriate phrase, immersed in 
papers and business. A very busy and a very 
papered lady was the Honourable Eudora. 

The heavy library table at which she sat was 
amply furnished with writing materials of the 
office or parliamentary stamp. A vast blotting 
book, bound in wood and brass cornered, with a 
Bramah lock ; a Gothic pile, containing a globe of 
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ink, sheayes of qnills; a stroDg-minded letter 
weight, capable of weighing tea and sngar avoir- 
dupois ; rolers and paper cutters of a threatening 
and business-like aspect ; with other etceteras of 
<<an order corresponding." A government de« 
spatch box stood on one side, and a large letter 
■box with a padlock — " answered and unanswered*' 
— on the other. Piles of letters, rolls of papers, 
documents, and official-looking correspondence lay 
docketed and tape-bound all over the intermediate 
spaces, and heaped the drawers which stood half- 
open near her hand. It was evident that if Lord 
Powderhouse had been somewhat slack and remiss 
in attending to business, his sister could never 
plead guilty to the same charge. 

As Moylan entered, she '^ motioned" him to a 
chair without looking up from the large blue sheet 
she was revising. She ran it coolly over to the 
end, folded it, enveloped it, sealed and tied it 
with red tape, and put it into the despatch box. 
That done, she leaned her two elbows on the 
chair, and looked steadily into Moylan's face. 
After a few moments his steely eyes sank to the 
floor. 

*' You are a fool," she said, when this feat was 
accomplished. 

" Miss Powderhouse !" — 

"Hold your tongue. I want no subterfuges 
now. I say you are a fool and you know it. You 
have kept on dilly-dallying and putting oflf your 
opportunities till they are all lost, and now nobbing 
will do but that there must be an explosion, and 
everything come out." 
„ " Miss Powderhouse, excuse me, how could I 
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have foreseen my lord's mood? What could I 
have done but what I have ?" 

'* Oh, be silent ; you drive me mad !*' exclaimed 
Eudora, pressing her two hands for a few moments 
on her forehead. '' Foresee a soft man's heart ! 
Is it not always drifting like seaweed to and fro at 
the mercy of every wave ? What could you have 
done ? A thousand things, if you had not been a 
fool ! Could not Brooker have had pluck enough 
to quarrel with Molina outright, and get him con- 
demned and transported for life ? Could not this 
precious schoolmistress have been carried over the 
border into another township, and married will or 
nill ? And, above all things, could not that priest 
have been bribed, or frightened^ or harried into 
being quiet, instead of emptying my workshop, 
and seducing the children from my schools, and 
discountenancing my library? Had I not five 
hundred Bomanist children on my books at Bal- 
lina, and now there are but five? Have I not 
three in my workshop instead of fifty-two ? I 
have just sent away Brooker, who brought me his 
report. Last May he visited and read the Scrip- 
tures in seventy-nine families ; now he is insulted, 
or jeered at, or turned out by all but four. The 
report for the * Dawn of Day,' and the * Spiritual 
Enlightenment of the West of Ireland Eomanists* 
Societies have to be drawn up and sent in this 
month. Last year they were received in London 
with deafening applause ; this year I shall be 
covered with shame, perhaps lose my grants, — and 
all this is your doing !" 

" Miss Powderhouse, I entreat — " 

" Ho, I have not done yet ! If you expect that 



IBISH DIAMONDS. 63 

I shall go on as I have hitherto, OYerlooking and 
excusing and hoping for the best, you are alto- 
gether mistaken. Yon are my lord's agent for the 
property, it is true ; but you very well know that 
I got you the situation on the express second con- 
dition that you were to help by every means to 
uphold the Irish Church and the glorious princi- 
ples of the Reformation. Foohsh and weak 
governments have given in to rebels and agitators 
80 far as to talk against Orange principles and 
Orange societies ; but you know as well as I do, 
that Romanism must never really sit in power in 
Ireland, or there will be an end of us all. You 
know the oath taken by every Orangeman, and 
how it is to be kept ; and that he is bound to keep 
it as long as life holds together. And now, sir, 
answer me truly as a man. Are you still a true 
Orangeman, Malachi Moylan, ready if need be, to 
wade to your knees in Popish blood ; or are you 
a miserable apostate, hatefid and contemptible to 
God and man ?" 

** Miss Powderhouse, these are loud words," re- 
plied Moylan, with perfect calmness, rising as he 
spoke, and crossing over to the rug, where he 
stood looking down upon her. '^ If you were a 
man, I would answer you this instant by laying 
you fiat on the floor, but as you are a lady, and 
one to whom I am much indebted, I will speak 
instead. I am a true Orangeman, ready to wade 
up to my knees*, or up to my lips, in Catholic 
blood. I hate the religion, and the slaves of it, 
and the priests who uphold it, with a hatred 
stronger tiban that of death. According to the 
common form, I say again, I will kee]; my oo^tk^ 
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80 help me Ood ! As to the other qnestions yon 
have heaped together (he held up one hand, check- 
ing off finger by finger with the other as he 
deliberately went on) — 1. 1 nsed every means to 
force Molina into a qaarrel with Brooker. The 
whole force of Macnamara and two priests alone 
kept him back. Oar good fortane has done this 
for us now at the school. 2. This being so, there 
could be no trial or transportation. Now I have 
hopes of both. 8. If Miss Macnamara had been 
abducted, as I many times planned, the evidence 
against Brooker would have been so strong as to 
bring him into the county court, which might 
have damaged our cause for life. We do not live, 
unfortunately, in '98. 4. I fined Macnamara for 
repairs, &c. beyond his means, and offered him, by 
a friend, land in America. The priest got him 
money to pay the fine, and hindered him from 
leaving the town. 5. And last, as to the priest 
himself, he either is the devil, or the devil helps 
his own ; and if I could I would send him to 
his master tomorrow, where he and all his 
brethren belong. But he is such a confounded 
hypocrite, that I cannot find a single hole in his 
coat. I have never yet been able to catch him out 
or trip him up!" 

" Find a hole ! Make one, Moylan ; that will 
do as well. Fiddlestick! Can't you trump up 
some tale of his expulsion from the College at 
Lisbon, which we heard when he first came ? You 
make only the skeleton of a story, and I'll engage 
it shall grow and spread." 

Moylan fixed his steel-blue eyes on his pa- 
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troness^ ftnd a slight and pecnliar smile flitted oyer 
his face. 

'^ You are certainly a lady of a fine imagination/* 
he replied ; '' I think. Miss Powderhoase, this 
particular romance would flourish best in your 
hands. I can only say, that if you will rid me of 
this priest, or, what would be still better, blow a 
good blast upon him, the tenantry shall give you 
no further trouble." 

" Well," said Eudora, after a short pause, " as 
to that point, we must see what can be done. On 
the whole, you have got out of this hobble better 
than I expected. It is an immense satisfaction 
that whatever happens you never wince or flinch. 
If there is anything on earth that I detest and 
despise, it is a soft man ! You are a good work- 
man, and I should be heartily sorry if you proved 
unworthy." 

*' I hope that will never be the case," said Moy- 
lan, with his usual calm self-assertion, which 
never bordered on arrogance. He looked even a 
little touched, as if capable of a kind of feudal 
attachment to the chieftainess he served. She held 
out her fine and sculptured hand, but he did not 
take it. 

" One word more," he said quietly. "My lord 
insists most decidedly on seeing Molina himself 
and to-night. When he comes to the Court, can 
you manage to have Brooker at hand to make 
his counter-statement of wrongs ? But be sure. 
Miss Powderhouse, in that case, to charge him to 
be exceedingly humble and meek, and so forth, 
as my lord has noted him especially for these 
qualities. The meeker he is, the mox^ "ilL^^^^^ 

6 
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will chafe ; and if we conld once be rid of him 
and the Macnamaras, the day is our own. I 
scarcely think even you quite know my lord. 
There are stiff points hidden in him which you 
cannot always govern." 

*' You cannot. I have no fear of that at all. 
Don't worry me again about him, it makes me too 
wild! Good Heavens! if I were only in his 
place, just for once, in the House ! And to be 
condemned to sit here in petticoats, and to see 
the power and influence he throws away ! For 
what are we dominant in this fine province ? for 
what did Elizabeth harry and burn it from end to 
end, and Cromwell empty its people into the other 
half of the globe— for what, if we are still to be 
baffled by one idiotic old man sitting drivelling in 
a foreign country surrounded by his insolent pre- 
lates ? By what magic of sorcery is it that flogging, 
hanging and quartering, burning and exile, famine 
and utter destitution, are all tried by turns upon 
this base, degraded, grovelling, worse than African 
fetish idolatry, and yet it endures and endures, to 
kugh us to scorn ? Oh, if I had but power, — 
power of any sort, at any cost — power equal to my 
will, to crush it for ever !" 

Ah, Eudora, unconsciously uttering the cry of 
all the enemies of God from the beginning, how 
often, hereafter, conscience-stricken, will you not 
recall your words, pondering over the eternal pro- 
phecy carried forward for all generations by His 
Church, '*Quarefremv£runt gentesV — "Why have 
the Gentiles raged, and the people devised vain 
things ? The kings of the earth stood up, and 
the princeB met together against the Lord, and 
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against His Christ He that dwelleth in Heaven 

shall laugh at them, and the Lord shall deride 
them." 

While she echoed these last passionate excla- 
mations, walking up and down the room, folding 
her arms, and pressing them forcibly together, 
Eudora would have been a fine study for a de- 
nouncing Sibyl. Then, as she finished the last 
words, she turned and leant both arms upon the 
back of a high Gothic chair. Her magnificent 
figure, so dignified in its free majesty; her 
flushed, absorbed face ; the dark eyes dilating and 
looking up ; the expressive mouth and chin, of the 
true Dantesque mould, indicative of sarcasm and 
ire; the broad, rippled braids of her purplish 
hair, coiled round her head in a thick coronet, 
held together and pierced at the back by two enor- 
mous pins of bog oak and gold. Such was the 
study upon which the eye rested, not with plea- 
sure, but with a vivid admiration mixed with 
regret and dread. A queenly and noble creature 
it saw, marred by temper and the rashest pride. 
Who would have the power to bow down that lofty 
head with self-knowledge, and tame it under 
the sweet yoke of Christ ? Who would open 
those lordly, defiant, and most blinded eyes to the 
truths of the Gospel, and soften them with the 
tears of humble contrition ? 

When this should be done, Eudora Powderhouse 
would serve God as she never yet had served her- 
self or her idols. 

Moylan stuped towards her. Of course he had 
had the best of the encounter this time, as he 
always contrived to have. He "haiQi na ^^^^'?i»^\ 



68 IBISH DIAMONDS. 

lofty enthusiasm, or of deep, generous feeling 
when in the wrong. He calculated and resolved^ 
and steadily pursued his course. 

" Have patience, Miss Powderhouse," he said 
quietly, but in very gentle tones ; " do not waste 
your fine mind in these outbursts ; calmness in 
the long run, will always win ; enthusiasm, never. 
Do not lose sight of what has been determined 
on ; and I will let you know whatever turns up. 
Good morning ; I am sure you need some rest." 

He took her hand, held it for an instant, bowing 
with deep respect, and was gone. 



CHAPTER IX. 

'* strange is the heart of man, with its quick, mysterioTU instincts ; 
Strange is the life of man, and fatal or fated are moments, 
Whereupon turn, as on hinges, the gates of the wall adamantine." 

LonsifeUovf, 

That same evening, while Lord Powderhouse 
and Molina were having their talk at the Court, 
the particulars of which did not immediately tran- 
spire, Israel Brooker, instead of being at hand to 
forward Moylan's plans, was losing his way on the 
mountains above Cahir, where ho had gone to 
frighten or cajole the Rooneys. He had not, how- 
ever, found a single human being in the knot of 
cabins, though they bore traces of having been 
very lately occupied, and though he* could have 
sworn that he heard a shrill whistle as he ap« 
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proached the mountain path. The embers of 
smoaldering peat were sorroanded by potato skinsi 
and a party of pigs were turning over a heap of 
offal outside. But not so much as a hair or a rag 
of a Booney was forthcoming ; and Brooker, vexed 
and disappointed, and baulked both of his chil- 
dren and the bowl of potatoes on which he had 
reckoned, turned homeward in no very sugary 
mood. Perhaps this mood of cloud and vapour 
helped in dome degree to mislead him ; for he had 
plunged into a more difficult path than the one by 
which he ascended, which he thought he knew, 
and would take him directly down the mountain. 
Instead of this, it led away circuitously further 
into its recesses ; and when the lowering evening 
clouds had settled into a thick drizzle, Brooker 
came to a turn which convinced him at once that 
he was in the very heart of Cahir-na-duigan, the 
wildest amphitheatre of the Peterstown range, and 
of no good repute for safety, both on account of 
the lawless distillers and poachers who were said 
to inhabit it, and of sundry supernatural appear- 
ances, the fame of which had spread through all 
the country round. The pathways seemed to con- 
verge to a kind of circle, in which was a cairn, 
or heap of stones, marking the spot where a mur- 
der had been committed. Beside the cairn was a 
pool in a deep hollow, looking like a ** pit of ink.*' 
Around, the desolate mountains rose abruptly, 
clothed only with shaggy heath and broom; so 
that, in the gloom of the advanced evening, the 
sky was nearly shut out. 

When Brooker saw where he was, a cold shud- 
der ran through his frame. He stopped to listen 
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if there was any hope of a passer by, or sign of 
human life. There was not a sound but the beat- 
ing of his own heart, which he now distinctly 
heard. No sights bnt — ah ! Was that indeed a 
human being, or one of the ghosts that haunted 
this evil place ? A shape of some kind was cer- 
tainly flitting round the cairn ; suddenly it disap- 
peared among the loose stones. Brooker's knees 
shook under him, and a cold sweat poured through 
his skin. He had often seen the yillagers ms^e 
the sign of the cross in sudden danger, and now 
was tempted to wish he could do the same. There 
is the shape again, flitting away to the desolate 
pool ! It looked into the inky water, and then^ 
suddenly throwing up its arms, uttered such a 
piercing, mournful shriek as never before smote 
the Scripture reader's ear. He shivered with 
horror, for it seemed to him that one of the 
damned must have poured forth that cry of blank, 
hopeless despair. Involuntarily he went down on 
his knees, muttering any texts or verses that came 
into his mind. Whether the being who was at 
that moment hanging, as it were, on the very edge 
of the dark pool, observed him then for the first 
time, he was too much paralysed with horror to 
note; but the next minute the shape again 
changed its place, and with incredible swiftness 
flitted round to where Brooker knelt. He was too 
much out of his senses to perceive at first that it 
was apparently a boy of about twelve or thirteen 
years old who approached him. 

" Get thee behind me ; get thee behind me, 
Satan ! merciful God, deliver me out of his 
hand ! Apollyon, I defy thee ; go back into the 
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pit ! Why do you torment me, doing my Mas- 
ter's business? Oh, why did I ever come intp 
Buch a country as this, full of devilment, and all 
iinds of horrors ? Keep off, I say !" 

" Acushla !" was all the answer from the lips 
of the boy. He came closer to Brooker, and put 
his hand upon his shoulders. ''Is it a living 
man you are? Wirrastru! I fought it was 
surely Shaun Daragh, the murderer ! He always 
walks here when the moon is rising. Look !" 

Brooker, whose scattered senses had scarcely 
yet returned, looked round with a shiver, as if 
expecting some fresh ghostly sight, and saw that 
the pale shadowy-looking moon was rising up 
Behind the mountain. But if its faint rays gave 
him at the first glance some comfort, it was 
quickly dispelled; for it shone most unmistakably 
upon a third figure, standing close to the cairn. 
Again the boy leaped and shrieked with fear ; and 
before he could recover from the shock, Brooker 
found his hands pinioned behind him, and a 
rough grasp at his throat. He struggled sore, 
but quite in vain. A kind of sack was thrown 
over his head, blinding him and muffling his 
voice ; he was dragged some way from where ha 
stood, and then rudely forced down a flight of 
rude steps, during which passage he felt that he 
was leaving the free air, and apparently descend- 
ing into tiie earth. So great a horror came over 
him at this idea, that with that and the closeness 
of the atmosphere he fainted ; and when the arms 
that had seized him released their hold^ he fell 
prostrate on the ground. 
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''Is he dead?*' whispered a Toice; ''or is it 
only a sham ?** 

" Kick him, and ye'U find out !" was whispered 
back more hoarsely from another voice. 

" Whisht, Mnrty ! he really is give np intirely. 
Here, loose his head-stall a bit, till I tie his hands 
and fit, and blind-bandage the eyes of him. The 
Borrow a bit he wants blindin', the poor benighted 
black Prodestan*!" 

''Bedad, there'll be light enough where he's 
goin' — an' warmth too — chape as fuel will be 
there," replied the other. " There, me lamb of 
Satan, ye'ye got yer bracelets and ornaments on 
yer finely. Ye're ready for a wake or a weddiu' 
any how !" 

'^ Hould a bit, till I get a drop of the mountain 
dew down his black, prachin' throat!" said the 
more humane of the two, reaching up to a shelf 
roughly knocked out of the wall of rock. " There, 
now he's tinded and dry-nursed to perfection — 
and he's comin' to. So, Murty, ye bodagh, come 
off to the work. Where's Shamus? Shamus! 
Shamus, I say, bad scran be to you ! Come in, 
will ye ? instead of playin' the fairish and boddle 
all night out in the mountains !" 

Thus affectionately adjured, the boy who had 
first been seen outside the cairn came lightly down 
the steps, and along the passage into the cave, — 
for such it was, — and, after executing a kind of 
wild dance on the floor, went to a recess in the 
wall, took from thence a quantity of peat-turfs and 
drift-wood, and began to build up, in the most 
scientific way, a fire in the rude furnace which his 
rushlight disclosed. Having done this, he ap- 
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plied himself to a large bellows, which was rudely 
adjusted at the side of the furnace, and soon blew 
np a ruddy glare, which brought out a scene as 
wild and picture-like as has ever been touched by 
an artist. 

The cave, which was low and butting at the en^* 
trance, rose to a vast height within, and seemed to 
be excavated in many hollows or chambers, one 
within another, far into the mountain. Long^ 
spiral, crystalized stalactites hung pendant in the 
most fantastic forms from the curred roof, which, 
as the fire shot up its ruddy glow, sparkled and 
shimmered with extraordinary brilliancy, and 
seemed to send rays of light all over the upper 
part of the cave. The same red glow shone also 
on the wild figures of the two men ; the one dark 
and swart as an Indian, more than six feet high, 
and brawny in proportion; the other broad- 
shouldered, and short, with small evil grey eyes, a 
mat of coarse curled hair, and an enormous beard 
falling down on his vast chest. They moved 
about the fire, now stripped to the waist, collecting 
tools and utensils, forming a singular contrast to 
the lithe, delicate form of the boy, whose dark gray 
eyes and clear pale face were lit up every now and 
then with a wild smile, thaf flickered with a tran- 
sient gleam, and then faded into an expression of 
the deepest and most ' pathetic sadness, as he 
crooned to himself, in a sweet, rich, boyish alto, a 
verse or two of an old Irish melody. 

And there lay Brooker, all unconscious of the 
magnificent picture, and forming himself but a 
sorry part of it, like a swathed mummy, on the 
floor. He was also, to his infinite vexatLoii) t^^ 
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far off, and too mucli muffled by his bandages, to 
catch the conversation that went on round the fur- 
nace. The only thing that he distinctly made out 
by the sounds and smells was, that he was an un- 
willing spectator of illicit distilling, as it is so fre- 
.quently carried on even yet in the mountain- 
districts of the west of Ireland. Though he 
.strained every nerve, he could not make out more 
than a chance word or oath, — with which the dis- 
course was more seasoned than needful; but the 
voices and ways of the men were entirely strange 
to him. 

** Musha, then, Murty, what'll we do wid him, 
now he's on hand ?" 

" Thonam an diaoul / sell him for old iron, 
may be !" 

**But I'm in earnest, I say. I'll never go 
shares wid letting out our nate little secret here. 
No man who isn't friends goes out but with his 
heels foremost, in a convanient wooden house !" 

*' I see no good in that," relied Dennis. 
" What's the use of reddening our hands more nor 
they are, Murty ?" 

" Diaoul ! you're a white heart, Dennis ! You'll 
red your hand oust, to get your neck into the 
halter, and then shrink back from what'll get ye 
out on't again. That's not my politics, a whirra ! 
I'll be safe on some side, any way ; and so shall 
you, in spite o' yourself.'* 

'' Shaun Daragh was on the safe side," said the 
boy, leaning on the bellows, and as if speaking to 
himself. '* He made sure of his game; but he has 
often told me he has to scorch for it now." 

** Bad luck to yez, ye imp !" cried Murty, turn- 
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ing round on him savagely. " Blow the bellows, 
or 1*11 tache ye manners !" 

** Is it manners ye'll teach, not knowing any ?" 
replied the boy, with his flickering smile. " Nay, 
nay, Murty, I'm not afraid of you while Dennis is 
here to stand by me. I love Dennis in his way, — 
though he*s no beauty either ; but you are as black 
as the Duigan Pool; and ye'll come to Shaun 
Daragh's end. He often talks to me about you." 

"Whisht, whisht, Shamus, alanna!" said Dennis; 
" Don't vex and worrit so much about old Shaun. 
See, acushla, — see how the bonny blaze is lightin' 
up the old altar of the Virgin, — that I should name 
her blissid name !" 

He pointed to a huge slab of limestone, which, 
either by the natural action of the water occasion- 
ally dripping from the walls, or by the tools of 
fogitives under the cruel persecutions of an earlier 
time, had been smoothed and fashioned into a 
kind of table altar, beneath which a stone recumbent 
figure seemed to lie, exactly as the effigies of saints 
are seen in so many Continental churches. The 
back, or what might fancifully represent the reredos 
of the altar, was thickly set with crystals, from 
which the light now flashing made it look like a 
shield of diamonds. 

The boy's eyes kindled with enthusiastic de- 
light. 

" Och ! then, sure 'tis a blessed feast-night up 
in Htoven above ! I never saw the dear blessed 
Mother's altar look like that, or it was not. An' 
hark to them — the angels singing up above! 
We'll sing too, by God's blessing, to keep them 
company." And rocking himself backwards and 
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forwards, as he threw himself on his knees, 
Shamns began to sing, in a soft, subdued voice, 
amazingly rich and sweet, to an old pathetic tane : 

'* Through Erin's Isle, long sinee, the Qneen of HeaTen went 

To seek one faithful heart. 
The cord and * triangle ' had swept her plains all clean 

With persecution's smart 
She found the red-stained grare of many a loving chUd 

(Oh I bleed my heart 1) 
By soldiers trodden, and by roffians radely scorned 

In street and mart 1 
She f Gond their names forgotten, and their memories cold ; 

Then Mary said: 
* Dear martyred children for old Erin's glorious faith, 

Yoor names from earth have fled ; 
Bat yoa« in shining bands, with crown and deathless palm, 

Shall golden pavements tread. 
Old Erin's lot shall be to suffer now awhile, 

Then, risen from the dead, 
Shall hear the Judge's welcome, see His glorious smile ;'— 

So Mary said." 

Then knocking his breast, the tears poured down 
his cheeks, and he sobbed aloud, till the mood 
rapidly passed away, and he returned with redou- 
bled energy to his bellows and the furnace-fire. 

The two distillers did not seem in the least 
surprised or put out by any of these proceedings. 
They went on with their work, watching the heat, 
covering up the vessels in use, and finally, when 
they saw that the moment had come, making the 
necessary changes in the arrangement of the brew. 
During a pause after one of these silent changes, 
the dark one, who was always addressed as Dennis,, 
took some food and spirits from a bag in a recess, 
and spreading them before Brooker, ordered Sha- 
mus to feed him and give him drink, and to be 
careful how he did it. While this was going on, 
he and his companion took theirs by hasty 
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Bnatches, with long pulls at the whiskey-flask, while 
they watched what seemed to them a critical mo- 
ment in the process of distillation. Just as they 
were hoth engaged at the furnace, and had bidden 
Shamus be ''as whisht as a fish floating on the 
water," a long low whistle was heard, as if above 
their heads. 

" Diaouir was Murty's muffled exclamation. 

They both became motionless, and perfectly 
silent. 

The whistle was repeated, followed by a wild 
cry, like that of the bittern when soaring above its 
brood. 

" We're tracked, as sure as blazes !" whispered 
Murty. " That's Jim Rooney's call." 

Dennis only answered by indicating Brooker 
vrith his thumb, to remind his companion not to 
utter a word that could betray any one else. He 
then beckoned Shamus from the furnace, and after 
a short whispered direction sent him on some 
errand. The boy seemed perfectly to understand 
what to do, and disappeared with noiseless steps 
through a difiiBrent part of the cave to the usual 
entrance. 

Murty's attention at that moment of suspense 
was attracted by Brooker, who slowly raised his 
head, and worked it to and fro against the wall, to 
loosen the bandage which bound his eyes. 

In an instant the distiller was beside him, 
pressing his hand with a murderous grasp upon his 
throat. " Arrah ! ye black prachin' villain, ye'll 
do for us, will you?" he said, in a hoarse whisper. 
" Take care ye don't do for yourself, my fine fel- 
low ! Will you be quiet now ? li ^^ \i& xx:^ Wij^ 
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hair, I'll squeeze the breath out of ye as aisy as 
I'd squeeze a lemon !" 

He took off his hand, and as the unfortunate 
Scripture-reader lay motionless and nearly stifled, 
Murty knelt beside him, watchftd and still as a 
hyena beside his prey. 

They remained so, till the lightest possible foot* 
fall broke the stillness, and Shamus darted through 
the archway by which he had disappeared, his face 
mysterious and excited, and his eyes ht with a 
mixed expression of exultation and fear. He came 
close up to Dennis, and said, 

** The police are drawn out on Cahir-naduigan, 
ayont the two peaks ; and the ganger, Sheehan, is 
with them, vowing he'll have the bodies of Dennis 
Malone and Murty Coolin, dead or alive ! He has 
found the still over at Ballinadhu, and knows that 
the Saucy Kate got away from the quay fall of 
kegs. He is ravin' and swearin' like mad ! But 
the police have got warrants, Jim says, for much 
worse things." 

" Warrants ! What did Jim Kooney say ?" said 
Murty, whom the news had turned of an ashy 
white. 

'^ Come, Shamus, alanna, out wid all yer owl's 
budget at oust." 

** Jim does not know what the warrants are," 
said Shamus, turning his large, dewy, flickering 
eyes on Murty with a doubtful expression. *'He 
Jwhispered me that they was for a hanging matter, 
and looked as black as a coal over it. He said 
something about one coming back from over the 
seas ; but I could not rightly make it out. But sure 
enough 'tia Sir Philip Ffrench has made out the 
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warrants, and a grand Goyernment man has been 
down to Sir Philip's about it. Who is it, then, 
Murty, that com' back from over the seas ?" 

With a frightfal imprecation Murty raised his 
hand to fell the boy to the earth ; but his arm was 
seized by Malone. 

" Bodaghr* he exclaimed, in a deep whisper, 
*' touch a hair of the gossoon's head, and our bar- 
gain is up ! What does it matter what the inno- 
cent asks ? He knows nothing, or less. Where 
is Jim ma bouchal ?" 

"Watchin'the turf bumin*, just as he always 
does when you are brewn'," replied Shamus, his 
eye wandering again to Murty. ** He looked so 
natural-Hke when they seized him to ask the ques- 
tious, and said such funny things, that no one 
could ever have thought he knew a stick of the 
business down here. They asked him if there 
weren't a secret cave where whiskey was distilled 
somewhere on the coast ; and he ses, ' Yes,' ses 
he ; * there are two of 'em down at the quay of 
Bally.maUn.' " 

" Hooroo ! then that was fine !" exclaimed Den- 
zus, laughing ; and even Murty recovered from his 
passion, and entered into the joke. 

Looking at the three faces at that moment, so 
keenly and richly alive vidth mirthful yni, could 
auy one have imagined that death, or deadly risk, 
or fiatal crime, had ever come near, or been realised 
by any one of them ? It is precisely this rapid, 
impulsive transition, swayed by the passing feeling 
of the hour, which, as it creates the poetry, the in- 
terest, and charm of their character, opens the 
door to the chief dangers of oux Ixi&li QQ^)3i\»TYcsi^T^« 
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They are and mnst always be judged as of a south'* 
ern race and instincts. 

" Well, now," whispered Dennis, after his in- 
terlude of fun, " what is the next steps us be to 
take ? First and foremost, and no thanks to them 
for it, the brew is done, and we can put down the 
fire and bury the worm and still ; let alone the 
stuff, which I hope will never wet any of their lips 
till they're dry in the grave !** 

" I wish 'em blistered first," replied Murty, 
viciously. "If it wern't for that eavesdropping 
rascal yonder, we could make our way out by Lanty 
Hoolahan's Passage, and do 'em all up by comin' 
out on the shore !" 

"True for ye, Murty; you're a reg'lar trump ! 
I never thought of the passage. Do you think it 
is open now ?" 

" Shamus can tell you the best o' that," replied 
Murty. "Here, boy, have you been lately by 
Hoolahan's Passage ?" 

" Yes," replied Shamus ; " but you mustn't ga 
there to carry that loon," pointing to Brooker; 
" for he's too sharp to be trusted even blindfolded, 
I see him prickin' up his ears at every sound, an^ 
pretty long ones they are." 

" Dennis," said Murty, " what'U be to be dona 
wid him ? You blunderin' loon, why didn't you 
fling him over into the Pool, instead of draggin' 
him in here to blether about the cave. Thonam 
an diaoul ! Now there's warrants out, I'll not let 
him escape to help on the hounds." 

"There's been blood enough," replied Dennis, 
doggedly. "Do all the rest of the murderin' your- 
ffeW 
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" There's the other way," said Murty ; and his 
evil eyes tamed on the furnace with an expres- 
sion that seemed to extinguish hope. ''Drop 
him in there, Dennis, acushla ; he'll tell no tales 
after !" 

** Murty, you're your own master ; but if there 
is a devil, he's bought you body and soul," replied 
Dennis. "Til not leave him wid you. Here, 
Shamus, ma bouchal, who always helps me in need," 
(here he whispered to the lad very low;) "you 
shall take the prachin' varmint on old Neill's rap* 
paree-pony Barney. His hands will be tied, alanna, 
and his eyes and mouth stoppered ; for divil a hair 
of your head shall he harm. Lead him round and 
round, till he comes to the other end of the ridge, 
where, I believe, he was going back into Peters- 
town. Then ye can make the pony lie down, as 
ye know how, and shove him aisily off by the road- 
side. There's many a passin' that way, and they'll 
find the precious Prodestan' and take him home* 
And then ye mount and gallop Barney by the back 
road to the shore, and ye'U find us under the cliff, 
where ye knows on.'* 

Shamus seemed to take in the idea with the 
quickness of lightning. Brooker was carried by 
Dennis through the long and winding ways of 
another of the numerous outlets of the cave, and 
firmly fastened, gagged, and bound upon a stout 
rough pony, whose stable was in that portion of 
the rambling excavations. Shamus then mounted 
behind, and the gallant little '^ rapparee," whose 
feet were unshod, soon carried them swiftly and 
quietly out of sight. 

In a few minutes the last remains of the £\m\»A>^ 

6 
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were quenched, the vestiges of the distilling opera- 
tion carefully buried ; and the two accomplices in 
the act, after looking at the priming of the pistols 
which they carried, disappeared through the nar- 
row archway by which Shamus had first been 
despatched. 



CHAPTEE X. 

" Patience, accomplish iby labour, accomplish thy work of affection, 
Sorrow and silence are strong, and patient endurance is godlike." 

LongfelliAO* 

A great deal of business had been achieved on 
tiiat eventful evening. Among the rest. Father 
Fitzsimon had seen Una, and had heard with 
great satisfiEiction all she had to say, inwardly much 
marvelling at the treasures of clear sound judg- 
ment, bright gifts, and childlike innocence and 
purity of heart contained in that one poor girl. 
In a few miilutes, despite his rather awful pre- 
sence and unaccustomed '' exactness," she wasi 
thoroughly at home with him ; and with her own 
delightful frankness and perfect modesty made- 
him acquainted with the whole case, with all that 
had taken place, and with Molina, and herself. 
Father Fitzsimon questioned sha^ly and acutely, 
and he could not make out but that Molina 
had been treated with uniform harshness and 
injustice. 

Having . satisfied bis own mind; he sent for 
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Bandal, and after speaking to him for a while, 
bound him by a solemn promise never to lay hands 
on the Scripture-reader again, whatever might be 
the provocation, or even if his own life were at- 
tacked. On this condition alone would he give 
his aid towards obtaining their immediate marriage, 
or mediate with Lord Paterstown. 

Lastly, and this was now late in the evening, he 
sent for old Macnamara, begging it as a particular 
favour to himself, because he wished to see him 
alone, and gave him a solemn and affectionate 
charge to watch over Molina, and to warn him 
gently and kindly when he saw him likely to be 
chafed. 

This ended the evening's labour to all outward 
eyes ; but the angels, who looked down that night, 
gathering up joy or sorrow for their eternal home, 
would note that for an hour or two after midnight 
the shepherd was still watching, and that prayer 
and penance by turns pleaded for the iSbck, only 
temporarily ^ven into his charge, before the.throne 
of God. The next morning, having said Misiss for 
the same intention, Father Fitzsimon called on 
Mr. Hall, and spent some lime in representing to 
him the unnecessary aggravation of the Scripture 
reader's conduct, and the ill-blood which he had 
made by his own fault. He begged him to put 
soine bounds to Brooker's zeal, and. to exercise 
that influence which an educated man and a gen- 
tleman must always possess, to divert the painful 
collisions between him and the Catholic peasants 
on the estate. He spoke so sensibly, so moderately, 
and at the same time so entirely without fear, 
jguHdng the justice of his plea %c^ ^^&isfi&») >is2ks^ 
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Exeter Hall felt some shame and much snrprise. 
He promised that Brooker should never again, 
under any pretext, enter the Catholic schools un- 
invited, and made an apology for his having done 
60 at all. He, on his part, asked that Molina 
should make some amends for the public chastise- 
ment inflicted on a person having some authority 
under him, which Father Fitzsimon promised to 
bring about. Exeter Hall was actually seen, very 
Boon after, shaking hands with this dangerous in- 
quisitor. But then, as ' the " Anti-Mark-of-the- 
Beast" Society could have told him, they all 
practise magnetism to fascinate people by their 
manners ! 

This much having been arranged, the dangerous 
priest turned his steps towards the schoolhouse. 
This was a refreshing scene to him, and he felt its 
happy influence. The hum of the classes came 
through the garlanded windows like music to his 
ear. Within these four walls the weary world of 
discord and division was shut out, and for the 
hour there was a paradise of rest. At the sight 
of the Father all Uie little faces brightened into a 
glow of delight. Una looked up from her roll- 
book, and came forward with a hearty and special 
welcome. She seemed to look upon him already 
as a real old friend. There was a short talk with 
her, and for the children a short catechetical in- 
struction, and a little story that made the school 
ring with peals of the merriest laughter ; and then 
the priest left the school-house, and bent his way 
to the Duncarra Boad, which he followed for 
about a mile, as it wound along the rugged shore 
of the glorious lake^ now glittering and beaming 
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in the morning snnshine. Every now and then 
Father Fitzsimon glanced at it, and at the ex- 
quisite sky line of the purple range beyond, and 
the far off sparkle of the Atlantic in the horizon ; 
but other thoughts and other views possessed his 
mind. I think he wanted a little more refreshing. 
Perhaps he thought so himself; for he did not 
stop till he came in sight of the many roofs and 
turrets of Duncarra Abbey, which rose just as an 
abbey should, from a green rounded knoll, jutting 
into the clear waters of the lake. It was a Cis- 
tercian abbey of the mitigated rule; and when 
Father Fitzsimon rang the bell, the wicket, and 
after a previous observation, the gate, was opened 
by a monk in the *' stainless wool" of the great 
St. Bernard, the last of the fathers, whose austere 
but peaceful armies had peopled so many wastes, 
even before the Middle Ages had filled the world 
with friars " black and grey.*' 

The monk smiled and bowed when he saw 
Father Fitzsimon. 

" You will be wanting Father Lawrence, sir ; I 
will call him in out of the garden." 

** May I not go to him in the garden ? I should 
be sorry to bring him in." 

The monk readily agreed, observing that Father 
Lawrence had been very ailing of late, and the 
infirmarian had ordered him to be as much as pos- 
isible in the open air. He led the way through 
the hall and cloisters in silence, the coloured 
shadows from the window falling on him as he 
glided noiselessly along with bowed head, making 
him look like a shadow too, flitting between real 
and unreal worlds. 
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At the end of the third side of the quadrangle 
the open door showed the garden^ glowing like a 
rich jewel, through the deeply carved archway. 
: ** I will leave you here, sir," said the porter, 
bowing his meek head to the priest ; ** you will 
find Father Lawrence in one of tiie walks, and yon 
can let. yourself out when you are ready to go." 

Fa^r Fitzsimon passed the heds, glowing with 
tlie flowers of a late autumn, set round a quaint 
moss-grown dial, and turned into a long walk, 
bordered with thickest hedges of close-cut yew, 
X which at intervals opened into recesses, each 
jtuarked by a cross and some implement of the 
Passion, and forming arbours of impenetrable 
c^ade. In one of these, like a patch of unmelted 
anow, sat a monk intently reading, before whom 
leather Fitzsimon stopped, looking as if he had 
found the refreshment that he needed. The monk 
looked up at him, smiled a little, and held out his 
hand. Then moving to one side, he made room 
for the priest to sit beside him, and looking at hini 
Again, said, 

" Can you practise this lesson yet 9 Sit down 
and be instructed a little, before you disturb our 
ears with your worldly coils." 
• Father Fitzsimon sat down as quietly as the 
other commanded. He looked rested, and satisfied 
to stay there altogether, if the other was so 
minded. The monk gave .him one more look, very 
earnest and sweet, and then shading his calm face 
with one white frail hand, turned over several 
leaves with the other. So do the blessed look in 
Angelico's picturesi when they stand, or play musi* 
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4Bbl instrnments/ with unspeakable joy beholding 
jthe Beatific Vision. 

^ " We would willingly have others perfect, and 
yet we mind not our own defects. We would have 
others strictly corrected, but we are not willing to 

he corrected ourselves If all were perfect, what 

then should we have to suffer for others for God's 
'sake '/ But now, God has so disposed things that 
we may learn to bear one another's burdens. 
For there is no man without defect, no man 
without his burden ; no man sufiGlcient for him- 
self; but we must support one another, comfort 
one another, assist, instruct, admonish one an- 
other." 

" Are you admonished, Cyprian ?" 

" Yes. What I came for, however, was rather 
to be comforted. I am willing to own that the 
admonition is not a bad fit." 

** That deserves some comfort,*' said the monk, 
smiling a little in his peculiar sweet way. *^ What 
is crooked — you or the outside world ? I think, 
now I look at you, there is not much that is crooked 
within." 

' ** Thank you ; I cannot say as much for the out- 
side." 

. *' More discord ? You have certainly fallen upon 
a stony vineyard. You ought to look upon it as a 
signal favour from God." 

" There is discord of the worst kind. You know 
Father Murphy so well, that you must be pretty 
well at home in Peterstown affairs. The Scripture 
reader has fallen foul of a fine young fellow — a 
Catholic of course— engaged to marry the school- 
mistress*" 
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*' Una Macnamara ! I remember the dear little 
girl well. She came here to see me after her first 
Communion, and then joined the sodality in this 
church, with Father Murphy's leave. Good little 
Una ! I did think, when I looked at her that she 
was bom for higher things. Well ! there is no 
higher than to do God's will." 

** I agree with you. I think Una is &r out of 
fhe common way ; one of a thousand. What the 
end will be, of course God only knows. At pre- 
sent there is the engagement, and according to 
the circumstances, the sooner they are married 
the better. The agent has given the poor young 
man notice to quit, it appears ; very unjustly, and 
to get rid of him. Brooker comes across him 
continually, one way or another. I have bound 
him over by a solemn promise to keep the peace 
for the present ; but that cannot last. Lawrence^ 
you know how earnestly I have prayed to do the 
work I was sent here for ; how anxious the bishop 
is that peace should be made in this village. And 
what can I do unless I offer my soul for his ? If 
he should break out, and be lost, after all." 

" He will not, Cyprian ; he will not," replied 
the monk, who had been listening with face intent 
and with joined hands, while the priest spoke. 
" I know of whom you speak ; he may be fearfully 
tried, he may go through cruel sufferings, he may 
lose all the happiness that life seems now to offer 
him; life itself poiay be cut short in its prime; 
but that soul will not be lost. It has been too 
constantly offered, it is itself too much devoted to 
our Blessed Lady of Sorrows, to be finally over- 
come. But, oh^ how long, Lord, how long wilt 
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Thon have patience with what is done in this 
land? How long are we to groan and travail 
tinder a yoke of irresponsible oppression ? It is 
our own sins, the sins of Irishmen in other lands» 
which perpetuate this evil. It is the dmnken- 
iiess, the mnrders, the sacrileges, the impurity, 
which we hear of, like a hideous dream, but which, 
thanks for ever be to God ! our eyes never behold 
in this country, which cling to us here, and 
oblige Him to lay upon us a heavy chastising 
hand. You tell me things of our people in Lon- 
don which haunt me even in my prayers. I can 
but prostrate myself upon the stones, and cry out, 
' Lord, have mercy upon this people, wandering 
from Thee ; have mercy upon us poor sinners 1' 
If what you say of them in England is true, our 
poor countrymen offend God more, in one week 
there than they would in a lifetime at home. God 
help them ! I can reach them only with my 
prayers. But most surely He will afflict the 
country which gave birth to those Catholics who 
mock Him and make a scandal of their faith. 
Let us at least suffer and do penance. For Moses' 
sake the Lord spared the idolatrous Israelites; 
let us cry without ceasing that our countrymen 
may be changed, and cease to insult Him when 
they leave their homes. Exurgat Deus, et miserebi- 
tur Sion / — * Let God arise, and have mercy upon 
Sion !' " 

"Yes," said Father Fitzsimon, after a short 
pause — " yes ; we cannot keep too much in sight 
our own faults and shortcomings. Still, I return 
to the clear fact, that it is simply amazing that 
the religious arrangements of Ireland do not strike 
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«yery rational man as the merest absurdity; an 
absurdity which is so gross that it can only be 
mischievous. At every turn the press cries out 
and declaims against dedaimers^ asserting that 
there is nothing more to complain of, and that 
Ireland gets the lion's share of every good thing; 
!We are told of sales of property, of bog-land re- 
claimed, of works and of improved fiEurming. We 
ask for bread and they give us a stone." 

" Because they think the stone the best of the 
two," replied Father Lawrence. "Happily for 
themselves, but unhappily for the modem idea, 
our countrymen do not think well-being and 
bodily comforts everything. If an Irishman is 
good, he asks for religion, the true religion, the 
old Faith, before all other things. He cannot 
live without the altar, the sacraments, and the 
priest. This material life does not . hem him in, 
and blind his view. He has distinct views into 
the next world, and faith to realise and keep it 
continually before him* He mmt either live by 
faith, or sink into a beast." 

" Perfectly true," said the priest ; " and that is 
why the absurdity of the Establishment weighs 
most heavily upon a people like ours. As to the 
thing itself, it is such a gross imposition upon the 
good sense of Europe, that unless the Govern- 
ment were afraid to raise the hornets about their 
ears with the dread of restitution, it could not go 
down a month longer. A richly endowed church 
for the handful; bishops with £10,000. or 
d612,000. per annum for flocks of a few hundred 
souls; rectors and chaplains mth large livings, 
but no souls ; Scripture readers^ and schools, suod 
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missionaries, without parishes or flocks to be 
guided or taught — must of necessity bring about 
Bxactly the state of things at Peterstown. They 
must proselytise, seduce, tamper, and play under- 
Jtiand parts. They are forced into wrangling, dis- 
putes, enmiiy, and bad blood. What other alter- 
native have they but to study photography, or go 
to sleep. 

** If any such innocent amusements could be 
found for only the ladies of their families, it would 
be a blessing," he added. 

" Poor Cyprian !" exclaimed the monk, smiling 
a little, as he glanced at the rugged, satirical face 
l)(eside him. '' There I pity you indeed. The 
absentee landlords, and the whole bevy of 
bishops, parsons, and their assistant staff, would, 
indeed, be harmless compared with their feminine 
adjectives." 

" Yes," almost groaned the priest, " when St. 
Patrick carried off the toads and vipers, he evi- 
dently forgot to include the devout sex ! Well, 
what I want now to propose to your consideration 
is this. I think of hastening the marriage of 
Molina and the young schoolmistress ; and as I 
hftve full powers, both from the Bishop and Father 
Murphy, to do the best possible in all difficult 
cases^ I think school matters must give way to 
the furtherance of peace and union ; therefore, I 
need not wait to communicate with the parish 
priest. As soon as they are married, I want to 
remove them — for a little while at least — from the 
village. Gould your procurator find any employ- 
ment for the young man here' ; and would there be 
any place for them to put their heads in ?" 
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Father Lawrence thought a little while. 

*' I think Father Joseph was speaking to the 
procurator, a while since, about an under miller. 
Do you think Molina has any capacity that way ?" 

" I believe he has a capacity up to most things. 
He is a fine young fellow ; intelhgent, careful, and 
very strong. Perhaps he could come up and speak 
to the procurator himself ?'* 

** I believe that would be the best ; but I will 
speak to Father Joseph first, and I will let you 
know. I am not at all employed in the admin- 
istrative departments, so I cannot answer for 
any thing. But I will see Father Joseph, and 
explain the case. I am sure he will do what he 
can." 

** It will be a great act of charity. But, Law- 
rence, don't think me insatiable ; I want you to 
add something to it." 

The monk shaded his eyes with his hand for a 
few moments. Then he said : 
. "I have leave now, being very idle and useless, 
to use more penances. I will offer them up for 
this end ; but on one condition only." 

*' Name it." 

*' That you use no more penances than usual 
during the time." 

"And wherefore not, if it please your rever- 
ence ?" 

** First, because I say so," replied the monk, 
looking up ; " secondly, because the care of souls 
at this moment is very anxious and wearing work. 
There is a ' thirdly,' but it is not necessary to 
mention it just now." 
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" This is nonsoDse, Lawrence ; and I do not 
think I can give you any such promise." 

The monk was at that moment resting one 
elbow on his knees, and looking fixedly at the 
gronnd. When he heard the last remark, he 
glanced ap suddenly at the priest, who had got up 
from the bench, and was standing before him. 
Then he said, in a marked way : 

** Cyprian, are you going to do all the work to- 
day?" 

Whether it was the magnetic effect of that soft, 
keen blue eye, or that some chord of childish asso- 
ciation was touched, Father Fitzsimon's dark 
thoughtful face immediately relaxed. He threw 
back a laughing, understanding look at the monk, 
and replied : 

" Have it your own way, as you always had, and 
always will have !" 

For the first time, then, a stranger standing by 
would have been forced to the conviction, — contra- 
dicting, even while asserting itself to the mind, — 
that those two were brothers. 

Yes ; the dark powerfully-built priest, with his 
strongly marked features, and the frail, fair, and 
slender monk, were not only brothers, but twin 
brothers. They were bom into the world the same 
hour, and rolled and crowed on the same green 
turf, sat side by side on the same school-bench, 
were inseparable friends and companions at the 
same college, and were ordained priests on the 
same day. But for a very short time only did Law- 
rence Fitzsimon remain a parish-priest, bearing 
single-handed the weight and wear of the care of 
80ids. EUs ardent thirst for a more spiritual and. 
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interior life^ and desire for the practice of evcin- 
gelical counsels^ with the love he had always 
secretly cherished and hidden for a contemplative 
life and continual prayer^ soon overpowered all 
other considerations, and in spite of the first strong 
repugnance of the bishop, who well knew his value, 
he gave his consent to his making a trial of reli- 
gious life. He made his offer of himself to the 
Prior of Duncanra, and soon after entered the 
novitiate. It was not very long before he was 
placed in charge of the chief spiritual affairs of the 
abbey, where he was sought and consulted &r and 
wide by the sorrowful, the troubled, and the per- 
plexed. 

It was no wonder they consulted him. Men said 
Chat when they approached him, even in the con-. 
fessional, or when he came into the guest-rootn, 
they felt strengthened and consoled. There was 
something in his pale but sunny &ce, the grave 
sweetness of his clear eyes, and the smile that 
seemed to shine through the whole face from within, 
— the childlike simpleness, the angelic pureness, of 
that charabter, — which attracted all hearts, but 
drew them never for one instant to itself. Deeply 
as he was loved, exceedingly as he was sought, it 
was a love full of reverence, divested of the familiarity 
and corroding influence of general attachments. 
Men and women, children and girls, bishops and 
nobles, alike loved and sought him, as if he had 
been some guardian angel, who, while guarding or 
rescuing them from evil, stood at the same time 
himself constantly in the presence of God. 

And so it came about that Father Fitzsimon 
Jelt like others, and did the same. Whenever it 
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was possible, when a heavier load than nsnal 
pressed upon him, when darker perplexities gathered 
round, when, while enlightening, consoling, and cou- 
rageously leading others forward int^ the battle of 
life, his own soul was sending up such a loud and 
bitter cry to Heaven as Moses sent up from the Red 
Sea shore — then, as to-day, he found or made some 
errand to Duncarra Abbey, and talked with Father 
Lawrence awhile. The remedy was simple^ but 
it never failed. 

And now he is about to go back to his work. 
The time which was usually, by tacit consent, al« 
lotted to these wholesome interviews, had sped, and 
the indulgence was never permitted to be abused. 
He held out his hand. 

" Good by, Lawrence : remember that I need 
your prayers, and reckon upon them. Let me know 
about Molina." 

" Stay a minute. You look as if you had not 
had quite enough of my medicine. I will give you 
a homoeopathic dose to take home. Draw a sen* 
tence yourself from my old master." 

With the simple earnestness of a child, the 
xnonk held the old volume to his brother, bidding 
him make the sign of the cross on it, and open 
at the place. He then took the book back and 
read : 

^* Son, be not dismayed with the labours which 
thou hast undertaken for me, neither let the tribu- 
lations which befall thee quite cast thee down ; but 
let my promises strengthen thee and comfort thee 
in all events. I am sufficient to reward thee be? 

yond all measure Mind what thou art doing; 

labour faithfully in My vineyard; I will be th^ 
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reward Peace shall come in one day which is 

known to the Lord ; and it shall not he a change 
of day and night, snch as it is at present, hat ever- 
lasting light,^ infinite brightness, steadfast peace, 
and secnre rest. 

''It is no small matter to lose or gain the 
kingdom of God. Lift np, therefore, thy face to 
heaven. 

*' Behold, I and all My saints with Me, who in 
this world have had a great conflict, do now rejoice, 
are comforted now, are now safe, are now at rest, 
and they shall for all eternity abide with Me in the 
kingdom of My Father." 

The low, thin voice ceased. The words of that 
old, time-worn, bat imperishable poem, (the trne 
epic of spiritoal life) more noble, more solemn, 
more healing, than ever fell from any pen bat that 
of Holy Writ, seemed to float on the deep still- 
ness, and with austere sweetness to lift the veil 
from all earthly things. Father Fitzsimon stood 
for a few minates, as if taking in the whole scene. 
The high impenetrable walls of yew, the moss- 
grown dial in its jewelled flower-knot, marking 
none bat the cloudless hours,* the ivy-grown tur- 
rets of the abbey, the white habit and fragile 
peaceful figure of the monk, still rapt in the words 
which he had just ceased to utter. These things 
he noted, and seemed to lay by, while his lips 
moved for an instant in prayer. 

Then the brothers clasped one another by the 
hand, and the soldier of Christ left the heights 

• ** Non numero horas, nisi serenaf." 
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where it was good to tarry for a while, and went 
down again to his work in the plain. 



CHAPTEB XI. 

** The secret mischiefs that I set abroach, 
I hij unto the grieyoas charge of others.** 

Bichard III. 

The morning after Moylan had been at Powder*^ 
honse Court he received a note, strangely written 
and more strangely spelt, which called him up 
very early. When I say that, I mean between 
three and four o'clock in the morning, when the 
three-quarter moon and the stars were still having 
all the night to themselves. The note was brought^ 
and left by a young boy. 

Moylan was very soon dressed, and ready tq 
start. Before he left his room he unlocked an ol j 
brass-bound bureau, and took from it a pair o\ 
pistols. Good three barrelled revolvers they were^i 
and very well loaded. He looked carefully to the 
charge and caps, and put a barrel of each on the 
half-cock. They were then carefully stowed in a 
deep side-pocket of his overcoat, ready to hand. 
The overcoat had a high, stiff collar, which hei 
pulled over the lower part of his face, and a 
slouched wideawake completely shaded the upper. 
He softly let himself out by a side-door of the 
house, and went to the stables. There he found 
the key, which seemed to be always ke^i is^ ^ 
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hiding-place known to him, and soon roused and 
brought out a stout galloway, which he saddled 
and bridled in a few minutes. He locked the 
Btable-door, replaced the key in its nook, mounted 
the willing little pony, and set off at a round trot. 
He took a back way in a westerly direction, and 
before very long the steep hollows and rugged 
banks subsided into more level ground, and then 
the road suddenly descended into a ravine, com- 
monly called a boreen, bounded on each side by 
high banks of bare rock, scantily strewed with 
moss and mountain herbage. After Moylan had 
followed this track for about half an hour, the 
hollow sound of the waves was heard booming on 
the rocky shore, and whiffs of sea-air and salt were 
distinctly manifest. 

> The agent then reined up his trusty cob, and 
dismounting, led him carefully along the rough 
and broken pathway between the rocks, until he 
came to a kind of shelter scooped out of the high 
bank, which might in some emergency have been 
used as a stable, for a rough boarding seemed to 
do duty for a manger, and two or three hooks were 
driven into the back of it. Then Moylan securely 
fastened the cob with a halter he had brought with 
him, and when he had done this, he went forward 
on foot, winding in and out of the rocks to the left 
of the main road like one who seemed perfectly 
at home in the mazes of the cliffs and shore. 

After making several sharp turns, and clamber- 
ing more than once over the rocky barriers and 
down again into a fresh gully, Moylan suddenly 
came in sight of two men lying under an enor- 
ii}oi23 overhanging rock, smoking, and apparently , 



IBISH DIAMONDS. 99 

half asleep. This sleep, however, was changed 
into the most wide-awake capability as soon as 
they heard the tread of the agent's boot upon the 
rocky ground. One of them seized a revolver* 
**Ai8thr* exclaimed the other; "Murty, 'tis his 
honour the gentleman !" Both the men, however, 
got up, and seemed to stand on their guard. The 
one who had spoken first, who was no other than 
Dennis Malone, remarked that it was wonderful 
early, and he did not think his honour would con* 
descend to be out of his bed like that. 

" Now, once for all, you may as well stop that 
blarney," haughtily and curtly replied the agent. 
** I know you, and I know my own affairs, and I 
come for what I want.'' 

Dennis did not seem at all disconcerted by the 
agent's want of courtesy. Indeed he gave a know- 
ing wink to Murty, who had sat down again to 
enjoy his pipe, and then settled his face into the 
most charming expression of stolid innocence and 
humility. 

Moylan saw the action, and for the first time 
keenly fixed his steely eyes upon the object of it. 
As he did so, he slowly raised his iron-shod life- 
preserver, and, pointing at Murty, said : 

"How long has Murty Coolin been returned 
from his travels to foreign parts ?" 

The two men stared wildly at him and at one 
another, and Murty, in spite of every effort, grew 
white with rage and fear. He seemed not to know 
whether to seize on some weapon close to his hand, 
and murder the agent at once, or to fly the place 
himself. 
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Moylan's lip cnrled with its habitual sneer as he 
read the inward movement. 

" I advise you not to try tftat," he said ; " it 
would not succeed or forward your plans in any 
way. I am fully on my guard, and better armed 
than you. Indeed, but one movement, and you 
are dead men." His three-barrelled revolver glit- 
tered at the same instant in his hand. '' Besides," 
he added, "I did not come here with bad inten- 
tions ; and both of you, if you behave well and do 
as I bid you, can do a good service, and get a 
handsome reward." 

A rapid change took place in both faces. The 
thought of murder, engendered by fear and mis- 
trust, quickly vanished ; and the thirst of gain, 
mixed with sharp curiosity, and a kind of eager, 
desperado fidekty, succeeded. With deep oaths 
and frightful curses they invoked all kinds of 
hideous imprecations on themselves, if they would 
not serve his honour through fire, water, and 
blood. 

These shocking words had very little effect on 
Moylan. He rather smiled with pleasure when he 
heard tbem, scorning and hating, as he did, the 
Sacred Mysteries which they profaned; but his 
one test of their sincerity was his own eye, and 
his knowledge of the human heart when soiled and 
stamped with crime. He looked at them, calcu- 
lated upon their daily lives, and trusted them for 
the time as useful tools. 

He turned over a convenient fragment of rock, 

and asked for a cup of "the stuff" which was 

standing beside the men in its little keg. Well 

Jie knew, though he said nothing, that it was 
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illicit whiskey, made for the shebeen houses of the 
township and district. Some driftwood from the 
wreck of a nohle ship, cast away, as hundreds 
were on that coast, against the fearful rocks of 
Finan's Coffin, was feeding a hrisk little fire, on 
which a akillet of water was hoiling. Moylan 
coolly mixed himself a stiff quaigh of the smoky 
liquid, and took a thick barley cake from bis 
pocket. 

"Now," he said, after despatching this very 
early breakfast with his habitual coolness — " now 
you know very well that both your liberties are 
in my hands. You, Coolin, are liable at any 
moment to re-transportation, and the whole term 
of your punishment to begin over again. And you, 
Malone, are open to the law for illicit distilling, 
and for sundry other little matters known to our- 
selves. Let us understand one another at once, 
as it will save time. Are you willing to do me 
and justice a service ?** 

"Anything in reason — ^whatever your honour 
would point out.'* 

" Do you know young Molina of Peterstown ?'* 

" Do I know him ?** exclaimed Malone, with a 
shower of curses in Irish. " Is it not he that 
threw me in the ring at Ballina, and robbed me 
by the same token of ten goulden sovereigns? 
An' hasn't he broke my head too at the Cahir-na- 
more 'pattern^ where I was first till he came, the 
spalpeen, thinking himself above all others, then 
he was ! An' difii't he rob me too of the purty 
little schoolmistress and all — going to marry her 
i^s he was — and get the best of everything in the 
place?" 
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Then followed sundry blessings. Moylan pricked 
np his ears with delight. The choicest melody 
could not have been so sweet to him as the hearty 
sound of these good wishes. Here was an instru- 
ment tuned to his hands. He looked at the 
swarthy giant with almost affectionate approval ; 
but he carefully commanded his face, as usual. 

" I thought you might know him, he replied 
carelessly. " Well, I want him watched. He is 
a quarrelsome, cock-a-me-hoop fellow, always get- 
ting in other folks' way, and, as you say, thinking 
himself first chop in everything. I believe he has 
threatened one or two, and I want him followed 
and watched closely. Then, as to the girl," he 
quietly added, marking the effect of his words one 
by one — " as to the girl, she is a pretty creature 
indeed. I don't wonder at your taste, Malone. I 
do wonder it never occurred to you to carry her off 
and get married in some quiet corner." 

*' Thonam an diaoulT muttered Dennis to 
himself; " you're the divil himself, I do believe !" 
But his face glowed at the idea. '^ I'd have done 
it long since," he exclaimed, " but for one thing." 

" What thing could have been strong enough to 
hinder your getting yourself such a nice little 
wife?" 

Murty laughed through his red beard. *' Den- 
nis has the soft spot in his heart, sir, yet : it's the 
fear of the priest !" 

" The priest !" echoed Moylan, with a bitter 
sneer of contempt and disappointment. " Well, 
you're about the last customers I should have ex- 
pected for him. I wish him joy of two such jewels 
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to his share ! Well, that does beat Bannagher/ if 
you are in earnest !*' 

'' Sir/' said Malone, leaning, against the rock 
and fixing his great dark eyes on Moylan with an 
expression that even he felt to his back-bone-^ 
" sir, you may say IVe no need to speak of a 
priest, seeing I haven't kneeled to one for thirteen 
years, nor crossed the threshold of one since I left 
them for reasons of my own, and could not have 
spoken to one without giving up my purpose ; but 
I know, sir, that the blessing follows them that 
keeps close by the priest, and the curse follows 
them as goes from him^ and a double and a treble 
curse lights upon them that lifts up a hand to 
harm one of them, even so much as a hair of his 
head. I have my religion, sir, — the old religion 
of the country ; and whatever I do and wherever I 
wander before I die, I hope never to blast my soul 
altogether by forsaking what I have been taught !'* 

** As you please," replied Moylan, out of whose 
&ce the sarcasm seemed to have died. 

There was a pause: a moment of conviction 
was working on his heart ; a moment of grace on 
that of Murty Coolin. Both were resolutely resisted 
and dashed aside. Men write of the moments in 
which the fate of empires is decided, when they 
go forward to victory and centuries of rule, or 
downward to the crash of their doom; they talk 
of the flow and ebb of fortune or success in life/ 
by seizing or passing by the opportunity that is: 
given ; but, oh, how few are there who mark and 
note the diamond sands of those moments of grace' 
which are sent to pour light and strength into thd 
torpid or struggling soul ! What aiQ th& failx^'^^ 
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or success of the dream of life, or the crash of all 
the empires of the world, weighed with the loss or 
Tictory of one immortal soul ? 

Moylan despised his moment, and it went hy. 
He knocked the ashes from his cigar, and said 
coolly, " Well, does it come within your articles of 
fj&ith to watch Molina or not?" 

" Ay, no fear ; I'll watch him fast enough !" 
replied Dennis, who had subsided from his flash of 
fj&ith into his ordinary mood. 

Moylan pulled out some sovereigns, and gave him 
two of them. 

'^ You will wear out some shoe leather, I promise 
you, and will have to buy a decent suit of clothes, 
— perhaps even to appear like a gentleman rather 
later, for which I will find the means. You will 
remember, Malone, and Coolin here is a witness 
to my words, there is to be no violence'* — and he 
fixed his eyes sternly on the man — " unless Molina 
takes to fighting you seriously. But you are on 
no account to attack him. If he puts himself in 
harm's way, of course I cannot help it ; and if you 
break his head for good and all in defending your 
own life, it is only what any man in his senses 
must do in the same case. But what I want is 
that he should be watched, and that you report to 
me — 

He stopped suddenly, for a scream like that of 
the curlew on the wing, thrilled through the air, 
and seemed just above their heads. 

" Confound this place !*' he exclaimed pettishly, 
*' there is no quiet from the sea birds ! Can there 
be any one near, disturbing them V* 

** Not likely, sir," replied Murty, who here gave 



nunsH DUMOND0. 105 

Dennis an imperceptible sign; "but if you've 
made an end with Malone, he may as well go out 
and be on guard till you've finished off with us 
altogether." 

Moylan assented, and Malone clambered up the 
steep bank, and disappeared. There was a mo- 
ment's pause, during which Murty furtively glanced 
every now and then through his red shock of hair 
at the agent, while he puffed away ostentatiously at 
his pipe. 

'' Coolin/' said Moylan, " I am afraid Malone is 
a bit of a softie, as they say in Lancashire. I 
think you've more pluck and marrow in you." 

" Och, wirrastru, sir ; you're only a flatterin' a 
poor fellow to say so ! Malone is a strong man." 
(Then within his own mind,) "What does the 
double devil want of me now ? I'll have it out, 
sure !" 

"Well, about that girl, now; wasn't he soft, 
when he really seems to care about her ? Why, 
girls are carried off every day and married, you 
know, all right. Of course I mean that. What 
barm does it do ? She gets a husband, you know, 
and that is what girls mostly care for." 

" It's true as gospel, sir." (Within.) " Now, is 
that all that he wants ?" 

" Coolin, your life is not a very pleasant one in 
Ireland, skulking about like a wild beast in the 
mountains. How should you like to go to America, 
and settle down there, with a snug little sum in 
hand ?" 

" Faith, then, myself would like it of all things, 
if I saw any means of getting at the same ! Here's 
the boy for it !" 
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"Well, now, that's practical ahd sensible. 
Look you, Coolin,'' and he sank his voice low, 
fixing his eyes upon Murty — " look you, the sum of 
JE200 will be paid down, if the girl is carried off, 
not else. This is to be her marriage portion. 
And if that meddling, impertinent, mischief-mak- 
ing, strange priest could be carried off too, anywhere 
you know, and anyhow ; if he could be got away 
from Peterstown, or if by any accident he should 
meet with his end, Coolin, as accidents will 
happen in this divided country, there will be 
JE300 more. Otherwise, perhaps you are not aware 
that dS300 are offered for your own - apprehen- 
sion r 

There was a dead pause. Moylan had thrown 
away his cigar, and Murty sat with his pipe sus- 
pended, the fire slowly decaying, and the smoke 
curling upwards in long gray coils, as if marking 
the moments of refusal or acceptance of the final 
crime. Moylan could have counted the beating 
of his own heart. Slowly, more slowly, coiled up 
the last faint curl of smoke ; the last spark went 
out. 

" Tm your man !" was said, in a hoarse whis- 
per, by Murty, and his face looked ghastly as he 
said it. 

Moylan handed him the remainder of the gold, 
and almost started at the death-like coldness of 
the hand he touched. 

** When you have anything to say, you know, 

come to the agency after dark, and dress yourself 

decently,'' he said, in a voice not like his own. 

^ Murty nodded sullenly. His tongue seemed to 

Iiare lost its use. Moylan then left the recess in 
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the rocks, walked slowly to the place where he had 
tied up his coh, mounted him, and rode back to 
Peterstown "fiery fast." 

The sun streamed up gladly out of the glitter- 
ing sea ; the sea gulls screamed and dipped into 
the waves ; the larks flew up into the clear blue 
sky, singing the praises of God who made them. 
But the man upon whom they looked down, — the 
man who was their master, who was the image of 
Ood, and to whom He had given an immortal soul 
to be happy with Him for ever in Heaven, — flung 
himself down upon the ground in reckless despair, 
knowing that he had given himself to the devil, 
and not repenting the deed. 

He did not see the face of bewildered and yet 
recognising pity which bent over the rocks above 
him, and in his poor, foolish, but yet wisest way, 
made prayers for him in his heart. He did not 
see the tears pouring from large mournful eyes, 
or the beads told many times, which Shamus, like 
a pleading angel, offered up on the heights above. 
And if he had seen, he would have despised and 
flung them aside, as he had his own soul. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

" Daily the tides of life go ebbing and flowing." 

Moylan rode home so "fiery fast'* for more 
reasons than one. In the note which he had 
that morning received, along with other news -and 
promises of faithful secret service, there had been 
a penitent admission of the temporary imprison- 
ment of Brooker, and a petition that that mistake 
(inevitable if their own safety was to be secured) 
might be "looked over," Moylan not only 
" looked over " it himself, — at least till it should 
be any ways convenient to recall it to view, — ^but 
he intended that Brooker also should do the same* 
And here he felt a little qualm of doubt; for 
Israel Brooker was a Yorkshire artisan, inheriting 
a strong Puritanical bias from his Dissenting 
parents; and although he had relinquished that 
part of his birthright so far as to belong nominally 
to the Established Church, he had by no means 
resigned a very stiff and positive will, which is un- 
mistakably the growth of Yorkshire soils. If he 
was stiff-necked beyond management, Moylan de- 
termined, whatever it cost, Brooker should find 
employment in some other vineyard than Peters- 
town. Could he only be induced to work with 
Malone and Coolin ! 

At the back of the village he met the very man 
himself, his pale face more colourless than ever, 
his eyes sunk and hollow^ his whole appearance 
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ghastly and nnwholesome. He looked np as he 
heard the sound of a horse's tread, and immediately 
recognised Moylan, 

** Why, Mr. Moylan, have the rufiBans done you 
any harm as will as myself ? You look strange- 
like, as if you had had a clip of fear." 

" Do I, Brooker ? I helieve it is your own im« 
agination. What upon earth has happened to you, 
that you are wandering out here in tiie early morn- 
ing Uke a ghost ?" 

" Ay, ay ; a ghost indeed ! And well for me, 
Mr. Moylan, and for some of your cursed Irish 
crew, that I am not a ghost in good earnest !" 

" Good heavens, man, speak out !" exclaimed 
Moylan, simulating a great surprise. ** What has 
happened to you ?" 

" Just what may happen to you or any other 
honest, God-fearing man in this hellish. Papist- 
ridden country !" replied Brooker, whose ghastly, 
strongly-marked face grew more impressive under 
his fierce fanaticism. '' I have heen kidnapped hy 
the devil, Mr Moylan, and made to take part in his 
midnight incantations. I have seen the devil. Sir, 
and some of his imps, and I have spent the night 
in the pit of hell ; and though I live to tell it you, 
I shall never lose the remembrance of it, or the 
horror it gives me, — no, not if I live for a thousand 
years !" 

Moykn looked at him as he looked at all with or 
upon whom he intended to work ; and seeing that 
the fanatic enthusiasm of the Scripture-reader had 
been so touched that his judgment was scarcely 
sound upon the matter, he got off his horse, and 
said soothingly : 
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** Now, I'll tell you what, my good friend ; y6H 
have just fallen into the hands of some of our 
mountain rapparees, that's all, and they have ill- 
treated you. Depend upon it, they shall suflfer for 
it, whoever they are. Just sit down here with 
me for a few minutes, and let me take your depor 
sition. Or stay ; you get on my pony, and ride 
quietly home to the agency, and I will follow you 
in a few minutes." 

Brooker was so exhausted that this would cer- 
tainly have appeared the wisest course to any sane 
man ; but he immediately drew hack, the glittering 
spark lit up again in his sunken eyes, and he exn 
claimed, 

" Eide ! Nay, nay ! I have had one ride to- 
night with the devil's imp looking over my shoul- 
der all the time. I'll never ride again ; it would 
kill me !" 

" Then," said Moylan, becoming more calm and 
imperative as the other showed himself more un- 
governable, — ** then, my dear friend, we will go 
back to the village together, and I will lead my 
pony behind us. Take my good oak staff, and como 
along." 

Brooker resigned himself to these directions, 
and very soon they reached the back gate of the 
agency, of which Moylan had the key. He quietly 
opened it, led his horse to the stable, took ofif the 
bridle and saddle and hung them in their ^places, 
and having thrown a half-measure of com to the. 
whinnying and expectant cob, he took Brooker's 
arm and led him to his own room, where the fire 
was lit, and everything set in order for breakfast. 
Mojlajx then made him sit down, aod fed him with. 
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strong coffee and a mighty rasher of hacon ; after 
which the Scripture-reader, being warmed, re- 
freshed, and composed, gave a more coherent ac- 
count of his adventures in the cave, and entirely 
satisfied the agent that he had not the slightest 
idea, nor had had a glimpse, of the names or fea- 
tures of any of the actors in the drama excepting 
Shamus, whose face was blackened or covered with a 
mask. He took particular information of the 
position of the cave, of which he had frequently 
heard speak by the gangers as existing, but of whose 
exact whereabouts no living exciseman was cogni- 
sant, and of which there was a traditional horror, 
owing to a story that a ganger had once been en-, 
trapped there by Shaun of the Bed Hand,, who 
slowly immured and starved him to death. In 
fact, the Pool and the whole neighbourhood had so 
bad a name, that very few people cared to visit it. 
at aU, and rather shunned it with fear and that 
nameless feeling of dread to which the Irish are, 
particularly subject where blood has been shed. 

This being ascertained, Moylan made minute- 
notes of the whole of the narrative detailed to him ; 
and then tying the papers carefully, he put them 
into his bureau,, and said to Brooker : 

" Now, my dear friend, just to satisfy me, I want 
you to take an oath on this Bible." 

"An oath? — upon what?" replied Brooker, 
looking at him. 

" I want you to swear," said Moylan, carefully 
suppressing the least emotion upon his marble 
features — **I only just want you to swear never to 
let out the least word, sign, or hint of what has 
happened to a living .creature in or out of tho. 
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township — not to Mr. Hall, or to my lord, himself 
— or we are lost. If this affair were once known, 
neither your life nor mine would be safe for one 
hour. When you least expect it, your throat may 
be cut, or a baill come through your window, and 
you will never know who fired it or struck the 
blow. If there is a dangerous conspiracy on foot, 
as is most likely, secrecy is our only hope. Look 
to the good of religion, Brooker, and you cannot 
hesitate to take this oath. Are we not both 
bound together by every means and by the strong- 
est motions to root up Popery out of Ireland? 
Why should you doubt that I have this as strongly 
at heart as yourself?" 

" I should wish to tell my lord ;" was Brooker's 
quiet reply, after a pause of some length. 

Moylan almost gnashed his teeth. A dark and 
dangerous look shot out of his steely eyes ; but as 
Brooker had his fixed on the window, he did not 
observe it. 

" You are a true Yorkshire tyke, Brooker," he 
replied, in his calmest tones — '' game to the last, 
and never letting go. I honour you for your 
faithful service of my lord. But you do not 
know this country as well as I do. You know it 
as an Englishman always must — as one of a 
.different race and feelings and instincts, and never 
piercing through the skin of our people. Still I 
cannot contend with you, because you act on prin- 
ciple. But you must give way to my views so far 
as to take the oath partially. Give me one month 
of strict secrecy, to find out the men who are plot- 
ting in that cave. After then you shall tell my 
lord exactly what you please* 
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Brooke paused and thonght. He fixed his 
dark, mystic-looking eyes upon the agent, as if he 
was trying to read his heart. Sonae hidden influ- 
ence seemed to make him doubt and suspect. 
Then slowly and doggedly he said : " I will give 
you one week, Mr. Moylan ; not a moment more. 
After that I shall think it right to inform my lord 
of aU that has passed. I think too many things 
have been kept from him already." 

Moylan bit his lip, but remained silent. He 
turned away abruptly, and fetched a large Bible 
from a stand in one comer of the room, and 
kdd it before the ScKipture-reader. Brooker 
waited a few moments, as if off^ing up a silent 
prayer. Th^Q a sudden thought seemed to strike 
him. 

*'Mr. Moylan," he said, solemnly, "I haW' 
neyer been sure if you truly believe and love the 
Word of God or not. There axe straiuge tales about 
you here and there. If you do not beHeve, I hope 
you will enquire and pray before it is too late. If 
you do, take the warning of God's own Scriptures: 
this day. I shall do a little thing now as we have- 
been used to do in Yorkshire among our north- 
country folk when we are going to decide upon a 
doubtful matter. I will draw a verse, and fold it 
down for you to turn over at after I am gone, and 
I pray it may be for the good of your soul." 

He opened the Bible, and where his forefinger 
had touched, looked at the verse, and in his deep 
sonorous tones read these words : 

''Before man is life and death, good and evil; 
that which he shall choose shall be given him,** 

Moylan's hard face became rigid as he h^ox^ 

8 
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these words. He laid his hands with a strong, 
quick grasp upon Brooker. 

** Do not be an obstinate fool, Brooker ! Give 
me the month that I ask for. Choose for yourself 
life, as the words say. Do not rush with your eyes 
open into what may lead to your death /** 

He spoke so earnestly, and in so disturbed a 
way, that Brooker was for an instant surprised and 
shaken. 

" Why do you say se ?" he asked. " Have you 
a reason? Yet no — no; death is not the worst 
evil. I will be faithful." He laid his hand firmly 
on the Bible. ''I, Israel Brooker, swear this 
of my own firee will : I take my oath to keep 
silence as to everything that passed last night be* 
tween me and others for one week firom this day,,, 
and no longer. So help me God !** 

And, without another word, the Scripture-reader 
slowly folded down the leaf, shut the Bible, and 
went out of the room. 

Moylan's face grew white as ashes as he sat 
down in front of the fire, and covered his eyes with 
his hands. 
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CHAPTEB Xm. 

** Meet is it changes should control 
Our being, lest we rust in ease : 
We are all changed by still degrees. 

All bat the basis of the sool." 

'* And SO, ye good-for-nothing little scape-grace^ 
while I am kicking my heels in retreat, my back 
no sooner turned, and you and Bandal must want 
to be settin' all the town by the ears, and then 
runnin' off with yourselves ! Och, wirrastru, tmr^ 
rastrul Here's a pretty kettle of fish for me to 
cook!" 

" Now, dear Father Murphy—** 

" Oh, yes, I'll be bound its dear Father Murphy, 
isn't it ! You've been makin' him cheap enough, 
you little baggage ! It would have been dear 
Father Murphy with a vengeance, when his school- 
mistress was gone over the border, and himself all' 
the master and mistress left in it. I've a good 
mind, that I have, to call you from the altar, Miss 
Macnamara !" 

" Now, dear, dearest Father Murphy, if you were 
in earnest, if I didn't know you so well, you'd bo 
killing the last drop of the heart out of me 
entirely ; but I know you're only joking, Father 
dear !" 

And Una, with her pleading but trustful eyes, 
looked imploringly in his face as she knelt for his 
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" Well, there, my dear, have it yonr own way," 
replied the priest. And making the sign of the 
cross over her, the kind old man laid his hand 
lightly upon her head. " Una, my daughter^ you 
have not trusted me so long for nothing. You 
have been a good child, avich ; so now get up, and 
tell me all about your young rufiSan, and his bund- 
ling the Scripture-reader out of the window. Sure, 
my child, you will need to keep a stout slip of 
shillelagh beside you when you marry him !" 

Una shook her head saucily, and her teeth showed 
lik^ a string of pearls as she laughed her denial of 
ai^y arms being needed against Bandal. 

" Well, then, you young contradictious upstart, 
sit down there on the stool, till I have to go to 
Mick Dolan's to see how is old granny. But stay, 
where have ye put the two poor little Booneys, my 
return prodigals, eh ? 

** In the kitchen, dear Father ; in the kitchen 
with old Peggy. Sure she was coshering them up 
finely with sugared porridge !'* 

'^ Ah, well might she!" exclaimed the priest, his 
eyes glistening. " JDon't ye know, Miss Una, I 
love one hair of their dear little beads^ (God love 
a^d protect them, poor lambs!) more than I do 
the whole of your fine self, with all your learning 
and book knowledge?" 

** To be sure ye do. Father dear, seeing they are 
prodigals come back; and I am only the poor 
' «ldest,* who got nothing at all for his pains. See 
if I don't turn prodigal too one of these days !" 

The only answer she got for this was a shake of 
the fist from Father Murphy, and something about 
good oak pills for runaways ; and then the priest 
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settled himself in his large, I cannot call it his 
easy chair, took oat his snuff-box, tapped it, gaiw 
it a shake, helped himself to a moderate pinch, an4 
bade Una leave off palavering and nonsense, and 
begin her story. 

When it was finished, and Father Murphy had 
done laughing, which he did till the tears ran down 
his cheeks, he wiped his eyes, and settled his spee^ 
tacles again in their place, and said: 

'* There now, I am glad I know the rights of it, 
for I have heard several versions, and I dare say I 
shall hear a few more. But you are right, Una^ 
avich, my dear little daughter. Sorry as I am for 
it, you must both marry at once, and leave the 
town for a bit. But you'll not forget ypur old 
friend and Father, and you'll come back to be 
buried under the old thorns in the churchyard; 
and meanwhile we shall see you often, my child, 
and hear of ybur doing well." 

The large tears gathered thick in Una's eyes, as 
he spoke. Something very unusual swelled in her 
throat. 

'^ Father, dear Father Paul, how can I ever 
leave you, when I never remember the time that 
I did not know and love you !" 

" And that's true, my child," replied the kind, 
affectionate old man, in whom the true Irish ex-^ 
tremes of fun and deep pathos lay side by side, 
and in the fullest degree. *' You were baptised by 
this hand,— a funny, weashy little laughing thing 
of a colleen ye were, capering and crowing in your 
grandmother's arms! Then ye grew big enougb 
to bless yourself in Irlbh, as old Nora would first 
have ye learn; axid then ye came to say your Gate- 
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ehism, and to make your first confession. Fine 
and proad ye were that day, avich I I think I see 
you now**' 

. "How well I remember it!** exclaimed Una. 
" And I had been very naughty, too ; and I was 
iuigryat having to tell it.'' 

" Yes, ye were never of much account in the 
way of goodness," said the priest, looking at her 
comically through his glasses, as she was trans- 
ported back to her childish days, — though. Heaven 
help her ! she was a thorough child still in inno« 
cence and purity of heart. 

" Never of much account as to goodness," re- 
peated the old man, taking a fresh pinch of snu£f ; 
" but there is one thing I will say of you, Una, 
avich machreey — you never told me the least parti- 
cle of a lie. Whatever you said, from that height 
up, I always knew it was as true as steel. Be like 
that as a married wife, Una ; and your husband 
and your children shall bless you, and you will be 
a blessing. And now, my little daughter^ I must 
tell you that Father Fitzsimon, that good priest 
who was here, is looking out for a place for Bandal 
with the monks of Duncarra, and he hopes this 
week to have it settled. So soon as I have his 
word, you had best be called* out of hand. Will 
you tell your grandfather and your grandmother 
this from me to-night ?" 

"Ah, yes, indeed will I," exclaimed Una. 
** May God save and speed you, dear Father Paul, 
for all your goodness to a poor foolish girl ! But 
about the school, Father? I cannot leave you 

* Hi^re the banns published. 
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worried for the children. Will I wait till you 
have a good mistress that you like ?" 

** I think I have got one, my child. I think of 
trying EUey Blake. What do you say to that ?" 

" Elley ! I didn't know she was to be had. O 
Father, the school will go wonderful with her ! 
And she's wise-like with elder girls. Oh, that 
lifts a load o£f my heart !" 

** Well, it took something o£f mine too," replied 
the old priest, smiling. ** So now go, my daughter ; 
and as soon as you have watered tibe flowers in the 
church, go say a little word to our Lord and to 
His Blessed Mother, and then run home to your 
grandmother. God bless you, child !" 

The kind priest again laid his hand on Una's 
bowed head. 

She then made her little curtsey, and he went 
out^ his thick square form wrapped in a cassock, 
his white hair flowing back like that of a French 
abb6 ; his OflSce book, well-worn, under one arm, 
and leaning with the other on a stout oaken staff. 
Certainly Father Paul Murphy was not handsome. 
His eyes were small and deep set, his nose was of 
that kind called " a boiled potato," his cheeks and 
mouth were large and shapeless ; his whole face 
was of the broadest Milesian type ; his brogue was 
as clear and strong as that of any of his flock. 
He was not very learned, and in light literature he 
was altogether defective and behindhand. Though 
he had the greatest respect for knowledge and for 
those who possessed it, he himself did not read, 
and confin^ his natural good sense and sagacious 
judgment to a few practical matters, which, in re- 
turn, flourished and prospered under his hands. 
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He knew every one of his flock, from the oldest 
Benachie to the wee-est toddling baby, and most of 
the dogs and cats in the cabins. He never forgot 
a name, or confoonded the affairs of one person 
trith those of another. His skill in managing 
land and cattle, and his knowledge of all kinds (if 
erops, were so eminent, that his advice was son^t 
! by most of the parishes round ; and his judgments 
tarely failed (tf being fcrue and exact. But it was 
in his charity and unwearied sympathy for all who 
wanted it that Father Paul's strongest point lay. 
His great heart was always at the free disposal of 
every one in trouble ; and many a time his clothes 
were given off his back, his few spoons sold, his 
goods actually pledged, for the poor of his flock, 
especially for the widowed mother or orphans 
left without a friend. Many a conceited prig of 
a tourist, who has laughed at Father Murphy's ex- 
posure of his ignorance, and despised him for his 
brogue and his homely looks, will be thunderstruck 
at the sight of his place and rewards at the last 
day. But, after all, of what value are the judg- 
ments of men ? If they despised the Master of 
the poor Irish priest, shall tiiey not despise the 
priest also? 

So he went his way to Mick Dolan's, whose old 
mother was near her end, and who wanted a word 
in Irish to help her along the dark valley; for the 
sound of good words in the sweet, mournful, heart- 
stirring old Celtic tongue was doubly good to her 
long-accustomed ears. 

But Una turned into the little gallery which led 
to the church door ; and after kneeling for a bit, 
she went up to the altar^ and began^ to take off 
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the flowers, to arrange, trim, and give tliem fresh 
water. Father Paul bad given her this constant 
charge, assigning as a reason that she had always 
clean shoes ; bat, in his private thongbts, rejoict* 
ing that so pure and clean a heart should adorn 
his altar and sanctuary, and be busy about our 
JiOrd. If any one can ever be said to put unques- 
tioning trust in another, Father Murphy put that 
trust in Una. It was her sweet office, too, to do 
for him any little " turns" for which old Peggy's 
eyes now ibiled her. She sewed his collars to his 
stocks, made his birrettas, and the immoveable 
little skull caps in which the children affirmed 
that he -slept. She patched and darned his cas- 
socks, which, with just pride, he displayed to his 
clerical brethren as ''fine embroidery ;"• and all 
this with such a modest, playful, unobtrusive 
manner, that even old Peggy's fiery jealousy never 
was set alight, and she always thought she was 
conferring favours on Una, and doing '' the col- 
leen" a good turn by teaching her how to be 
Useful. 

While Una was employed in the church and 
: sacristy, the bright autumn sun came streaming 
in solemn splendour through the c^en window, 
bringing with it those rich heavy odours of autumn 
: glories, which make the death of the year so full 
of poetic feeling. Mignonette, geraniums, sweet- 
scented clematis, and the late lingering roses, 
which trailed all over the church, and with the 
sea-loving myrtle, seemed to delude themselves 
into thinking it their native climate. 

Outside, the greenest of turf covered the swells* 
ixxg mounds,, under which, the dead rested till the 
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Judgment. Stone, or at least, as in a few cases, 
wooden crosses stood at the head of each grave, 
with the name and date, and the Christian's peti- 
tion for a remembering prayer. Many a flower 
and sweet herb grew and blossomed on these 
peaceful graves, the fittest types of the faith and 
trust with which their owners were laid to rest. 
Overhead, gigantic thorn trees threw their hoary 
and twisted arms, now yellow in their autumn 
lea&ge, and crimson with fruit. The sweet note 
of the robin was the only sound heard in that 
quiet burial-ground. 

. How often, when tracking again and again th0 
^' stony ways" of the Seven Dials, of Clare Mar* 
ket, or the courts of Westminster — when hearings 
the hideous blasphemies poured out like wateri 
when listening to the foul talk or fouler songs 
uttered by Irish tongues — how often must not the 
thoughts of any countryman who loves those souls 
turn to the land of their fathers, and ardently wish 
that he could transport them back to their own 
Catholic country again ! And surely they them- 
selves must often feel the same. Many a one, sit- 
ting motionless for hours beside her apple stall in 
a crowded thoroughfare, or vainly striving to keep 
life in her aged frame by selling cresses and 
radishes, must turn in heart to the dear church-* 
yards of her own country. She will see again the* 
waving branches of the old thomtrees, and heaf 
the chanted requiem, " May they rest in peace !'* 
and she will bless the kindly vision which reminds 
her of the ancient faith in a strange and heatheii^;. 
land. 
It was the Saturday's half-holiday^ and Una felt 
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glad to have a little time to think and to pray, as 
^e softly went to and fro. It was always easier 
to her to pray when her hands were busy. How 
many things had she to be thankful for ! — Father 
Fitzsimon's great kindness ; an opening for Ban- 
dal; a useful and happy home not too far off. 
Her grandfather and grandmother might even 
come and live at Duncarra, and Martin might go 
to the monks' school, and when he grew up might 
come to be a monk himself. Martin was so good 
fmd so dear. And then the chickens, and eggs, 
and fresh rolls of yellow butter, that should be 
brought as presents to Father Paul ! And the ' 
flowers! there was no such place for flowers as 
Duncarra, all the country round. 

A sudden shade came across the bright patch of 
sunlight in which Una was standing. A figure 
passed the windows, that seemed to have been 
looking in. Una glanced up, but she only saw 
the long shadow of a retreating form. Some 
stranger, she supposed, looking for the priest, to 
go to confession. The flowers were done now, 
and she began to cany them back to the altar. 
When she went into the church, she saw a tall 
figure kneeling at the end, in the shadow of the 
organ gallery ; but after she had come in, the man 
came forward a little, and by the time she had 
arranged the altar to her liking, he was kneeling 
in the front benches. A tall dark gentleman he 
was, well-dressed and handsome, but with a very 
large beard and moustache. 

Una did not look at him much, for she sup- 
posed he was one of the many tourists who came 
to Peterstown for the salmon fishing, for which 
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the neighbourhood was famous. But she thought 
it would be kind just to tell him that if he wanted 
the priest, he would not be in the confessional 
till the evening. So she stepped back with her 
last vase of flowers and her clean duster in h^ 
hand, and whispered to him the information that 
** Father Murphy would not be in the box till six 
o'clock, but that he could be seen at the house at 
half-past five." The stranger started at her gentle 
approach like a thief caught in the act, and as 
she bent her sweet modest fiEtce towards him, 
gazed at it with a stra&ge expression of avidity 
and fear. This was lost upon Una, for as she was 
in church her eyes were cast down, and as soon as 
she had finished her Sentence, she returned to the 
altar, and when she had done her work went into 
the Lady chapel, and knelt there some time in 
prayer. 

The strange man kept his place, but he cer- 
tainly was not praying. For some reason which 
she could not explain, Una could not pray either 
very long, without seeming to be drawn away by 
another influence. She had hoped to be quite 
alone, and now there was a strange gentleman in 
the church looking at her. Why did not he go 
away? She wished he would. And as if he 
too had felt a magnetic influence acting on his 
will, the stranger got up, and, after dawdling a 
little in front of a picture, went out into the 
porch. And then Una lelt more free, and was 
glad. 

But her prayers were doomed to be interrupted 
this day. From the side of the house, stealingf^ 
through the jaoisdiessiy-opened door, a little figura 
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was seen drawing near to our Lady's altar, and 
then peeping through the open arcade which^ with 
pillars of Killamey marble, separated the Lady 
chapel from the passage into the presbytery. 
Then a soft whispered '' Una !'' made her look up. 
Her eyes caught the child's white face of trouble 
and fear, and there were no more prayers for Una. 
Her heart froze, she knew not why. She got up 
hastily, but without noise, for the boy by signs 
earnestly implored silence ; and they both passed 
through the door leading into the house, and into 
the study, when Una shut the door, and ex- 
claimed: 

** Shamus, alanna / what is it ? Tell me quick 
Vhat it is !" 

" Whisht ! whisht !*' murmured the poor natu- 
ral. '^ It's nothing yeU But, och ! the dove, the 
white dove, Ueeding in the hawk's gripe ! Shd 
struggles and flutters ; but his claws are in her 
heart 1" 

*' Shamus, acushla machree, pulse of my heart, 
what is it ? Speak to me, Shamus, avich /" 

The poor boy's large eyes wandered. He seemed 
struggling in vain to express the images of horror 
and fear which clouded his mind. Wheneyer he 
was in this excited state, he could only utter dis- 
jointed sentences, conveying, in some kind of 
figures or apologue, what he meant to say. He 
looked up into Una's white face, and struggled for 
words. " The eagle must fly with the dove — now, 
now / and let the hawks fly together. But oh, the 
wolf, the wolf ! he sees too far ; his cruel claws are 
too long !" 

While Una was trying to translate this in her 
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flattered mind^ and waiting for the fit to pass off, 
the same shadow was again thrown on the win- 
dow. Shamus, nearly convulsed with dread and 
excitement, drew Una and himself into the &r- 
thest comer of the room, and crouched upon the 
floor. Some one seemed to look in, and seeing 
nothing, to pass on. As the last sound of re- 
treating steps vanished, Shamus drew himself up 
from the posture into which he had seemed 
crushed, and imitating low, but perfectly, the 
sound of birds frightened at a bird of prey, said 
in a whisper, '^ The hawk I the hawk ! Oh, do 
not stay to be killed !" 

" Who is it, Shamus ?" said Una, under her 
breath. ''Is it that tall black man, who came into 
ttie church ? Who is he, dear ?" 

"Black — yes, black! oh, how could Shamus 
know 9** he exclaimed, wringing his hands in wild 
despair. ''How could Shamus know that his 
heart was black as night, when his friend was 
kind and good to him ? How could Shamus not 
help and tell him things, and never know what 
his black friend thought in his heart ? And now 
it is bad vncked Shamus ; he never can tell what 
his friend is going to do ! Oh, to swear on the 
Holy Belies never to tell, and perhaps be killed in 
a minute after, and go to hell for ever ! Mary, 
sweetest mother, Mahair avich machree / Never 
to see your dear face, for ever, for ever !" 

The frightful images conjured up and confused 
in the boy's clouded mind so completely over- 
whelmed the little reason he possessed, that he 
fell into strong convulsions, uttering now and then 
low mournful cries, which went to Una's heart. 
Slie £ew for Peggj, obtained from her a " strong 
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drop" of monniain whiskey, and poured it down the 
boy's throat. She wisely thought that sleep or 
insensibility would be the best way of restoring 
any thing like calm to so frail a mind and body. 

After a long time, when the cries had sunk to 
low, sad moans, Father Murphy came in, and 
when Una had related to him all that had passed 
the kind and astonished old priest desired her to 
help Peggy carry Shamus to one of the bedrooms 
in the top of the house, and to stay there herself 
till he returned. He desired Peggy, for her part, 
to give Una her tea ; and the sacristan (who had 
been in the village) to stay in the kitchen till he 
came back, and to let no one into the house. Then, 
again taking his stout oak staff in his hand, he 
went out on an errand. 



CHAPTEE XIV. 

*' To seire me well yon all should do yonr duty, 
Teach me to be yonr queen, and yon my Bnbjects ; 
Oh, serre me well, and teach yonrsehes that dnty/ 

Richard IIU 

Father Murphy returned with two supporters. 
Old Macnamara and Molina came with him to 
take Una home. The sagacious and long-ex- 
perienced parish priest knew enough of the coun- 
ty and the state of Peterstown affairs not to be 
aware that abductions were possible; and until 
Una and Bandal were married, he insisted that 
she should be carefully watched over, without 
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alarmiiig her or exciting too much observation on 
her movements. Shamus he would keep at his 
house till the mystery now hanging over him and 
others unknown should be explained. And now 
he would like to have his house cleared, and a 
little peace to say his office and prepare his ser- 
mon. 

So he gave them his blessing with a flourish of 
tranquillity which covered a very heavy heart; and 
aifter watching Shamus in his flushed, feverish 
sleep, he went into the church and prayed for 
some time, and then settled with himself (among 
other things) to go to Duncarra to-morrow, and 
fiiBe Father Lawrence about the place for Bandal. 

This resolution he made just at the moment 
when Eudora Powderhouse.was making another 
of a different kind. It was to go round the village 
and look up the children for her school ; for she 
thought it time, and high time too, to make some 
fresh demonstration of zeal and progress. Both 
these resolutions were kept ; buit as it is well 
known that no one can be in two places at once, 
save and except Sir Boyle Boche's bird, ^e must 
make up our minds to watch the progi^ess of. one 
only^ 

Immediately after break&st, and while my lord 
wall ^till iinmetsed in the Tit^^a, Eiidora, in her 
p^-jacket and felt-hat, and accompanied by the 
Bev. Mr. Hall, set forth. It was partly, also, 
with a view to giving him a course of tonicd thiat 
Eudora undertook this " progress." It must be 
owned that any one looking at the pair as they 
started, the lady with her hands tucked deeply 
into her pockets, her gown well reefed and dose*" 
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hauled, as if to encounter a rousing gale, her thick 
nailed ^* clumps," and a knotted sUp of oak under 
one arm ; and Mr. Hall, with his meek long-tailed 
black coat, and mild deprecating bend — any one 
looking at them both, I say, would certainly 
have accepted the lady as the best man of the two. 

At the first door on the list they knocked. No 
answer from within. 

"Push the door, Mr. Hall," said Eudora; ''I 
am sure I hear some one inside." 

Mr. Hall obediently applied his shoulder to the 
frail door, and as it somewhat suddenly gave way, 
he was nearly precipitated on his nose in the 
middle of the cabin. Eudora looked vexed, and 
marched in with a magisterial air. 

** Good morning, Mrs. Sweeny. Pray, why was 
the door fastened in this way ?" 

** Sure, ma'am, my lady, the childer is kilt with 
the cowld intirely, poor innicints ! and it is I that 
have not a rag to their backs, my lady, and I 
cannot send thim to school. I have been bad my- 
self, so I have." 

Three shivering children, of a truth, sat in a 
heap on the floor, while one shirt apparently made 
raiment for them all. Some cheering thought, 
however, seemed to sustain their spirits, for at 
intervals during Miss Powderhouse*s colloquy with 
their mother they crouched and shook with irre- 
pressible though silent mirth. 

" And that is just why I came," replied Eudora 
sternly, and as if not to be ** done." "As to 
clothes, Mrs. Sweeny, I am sure you have had 
calico and flannel enough, and print too, to clothe 

these children twice over — unless you have pawned 
9 
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and made away with it. Mind, I will ha^e the 
chUd/ren. Whatever they have got, or not got, 
they must he in my school next week, or I shall 
Bpeak to Mr. Moylan to put your hnshand oat of 
the cahin." 

*' Och, sure, my lady, and you wouldn't have 
the heart !" exclaimed the poor woman, the tears 
rushing to her eyes ; " you wouldn't do it on a 
poor, Mndless, sickly father with six childer ! And 
a home so hard to find at this time of year, my 
lady." 

"That is nothing to me," replied Eudora; 
"you cannot come over me in that way. You 
have had a fair offer of everything to make you 
comfortable, and I will paint and thatch for you 
myself if you will only be reasonable, and send 
your children. I wonder you are not ashamed 
to stand between them and a capital schooling. 
But, any way, choose now between that and dis- 
missal." 

Dismissal, to wander on the bare mountains, in 
a winter when often even the sheep had to be with- 
drawn from the walks, the air was so biting and 
cruelly sharp ! 

What wonder that Mrs. Sweeny falteringly pro- 
mised, or that, when the lady and the parson had 
disappeared, she should throw herself into a chair, 
with her apron over her face, wringing her hands 
and rocking to and fro in an agony of sorrow ? 

*' O merciful God ! glory be to His name ! 
Mary, Mother of Sorrows, mahair machree I help 
a poor put-upon woman ! Och, what will Father 
Murphy say when he knows it is me have banned 
mf self bom the altar and the absolution I But, 
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och ! how will L let my poor colleens die of the 
hunger and the cruel cowld without a home V 

The children, scared and wretched, clung round 
their mother, and they all sobbed and cried to- 
gether. 

It is true that neither Miss Powderhouse nor 
Exeter Hall heard these words, nor measured the 
agony of that mother's heart. But that cry did 
enter the Ear which is always open to the prayer 
of the poor and oppressed, and a Hand recorded 
what should one day be read out before all men 
and angels. 

Little thinking of this, the two apostles of the 
West-of-Ireland-Keligious-Enlightenment Society 
passed on to the next cabin in their list. This 
door was also closed, and they knocked twice with- 
out getting any answer. Between these two 
knocks a curious pantomime had taken place 
within, which, if the closed door had been made 
suddenly transparent, would perhaps have afforded 
them some of the amusement and interest it 
excited in a neighbour who was taking his view 
from a garden plot behind. 

He, at all events, fully relished the spectacle of 
the meal tub being turned upside down upon two 
bricks, enclosing the master of the cabin within it;, 
and of the two little children being whipped up 
from the floor, and while exhorted softly to be " as 
whisht as fishes,** being popped, one into the oven, 
the other into the baking bin, over which an old 
petticoat did duty as a cover. 

This being performed in less time than it takes 
to write, Mrs. Kooney was taken very bad with the 
face achC; and went^ coughing and banda^<&d.^i'^^^j;^ 
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undo the door for their honours; though she 
could not think it was their honours so early in 
the morning, and made sure it had been nothing 
more than blind O'Beilly the piper calling for his 
bit. 

" Well, good woman, but that has nothing to 
do with the doors being fastened," replied Mr. 
Hall stifBy. "Are you aware that this is the 
second time to-day that Miss Powderhouse has 
been kept waiting at cabin doors in the cold ? This 
really must not happen again." 

Mrs. Eooney's cough was so troublesome that 
she did not catch what was said. She begged par- 
don, looked innocent, held her hand to her head. 
She was so deaf with this wearisome toothache, 
she had not heard his honour's knock. Indeed, 
she might have been in a bit of a drowse, for she 
had slept none to speak of. 

Eudora looked distrustful. 

" And are your husband and children asleep 
too ?" she asked. " And where are the children ? 
And why have not they been to school lately?" 

" In truth, they have been sadly poorly, poor 
things ; and I thought I would send them to the 
mountains, to widow Collins, for a taste of a 
change." 

"And how soon will they be home again?" 
asked Mr. Hall, who thought it time to be taking 
some of the business on himself. 

The woman could not say. They were doing 
better ; but a little time was wanted to give them 
strength. 

** Where is your husband ?" abruptly asked 
Eudora again. 
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She tamed round, and her piercing eyes wan- 
dered in every direction. It was too late to divert 
her attention. Two undeniable feet, with brogues 
on them, rested at the bottom of the meal tab^ 
forming, apparently, the basis on which it stood ; 
and Eudora angrily and peremptorily ordered the 
culprit to be uncovered. A torrent of rebukes 
and reproaches fell upon him ; and it was made 
manifest that, at the risk of losing his cabin, his 
land, his subsistence, and the crops by which his 
hard and industpous labour was to be repaid, this 
free labourer in a free and Christian land was 
forced to engage to send his children to Miss Pow- 
derhouse's school, to be taught a religion which 
he knew was untrue. 

So the entry was made in Mr. Hall's neat pur- 
ple note book, under the head of " No. 2," and 
from that moment until he was released by Father 
Murphy at a ceremony at which we shall be pre- 
sent, the strong powerful cottier pined and wasted 
to a shadow under the painful ban of a burdened 
conscience, and the loss of the sacraments by which 
alone we can be said to live. 

They went on their way to another cabin. 
Here too the door was locked, but on a violent 
shaking from the hand of Mr. Hall it flew open, 
and disclosed Biddy Porter sitting at dinner with 
her eight young children. They were gathered 
round a large bowl of steaming potatoes, cooked 
with a small piece of bacon. The eight young 
Porters turned their sixteen large healthy eyes 
upon Miss Powderhouse with a look of undis- 
guised repugnance and fear. They were fine, 
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Btardy, handsome children, from two to thirteen 
years old. 

'' Mrs. Porter/' said Eudora, anxious to con- 
ciliate the mother of eight scholars, '' you have 
not sent your children to school lately. I do hope 
you will try and do so soon. If you cannot get 
them ready in time, I will pay a girl to come in 
and help dress them ?" 

** You are very kind, my lady," said Mrs. Por- 
ter, dropping her curtsey respectftilly ; " but I have 
no call to encroach on your goodness. My chil- 
dren go to school every day." 

" Every day ! Where do you send them ?" 

** To their own school, my lady — to Miss Mac- 
namara's, in the Upper Street." 

" MrSrf Porter, I am surprised at you. How 
many times have I told you that is not the 
landlord's school? Mr. Hall has preached fifty 
times, and written, and spoken constantly in pub- 
lic, that it is my lord's earnest desire that all the 
inhabitants of Peterstown should send their chil- 
dren to his own school. They have books, copy- 
books, and Bibles entirely free, and the very best 
education without a farthing's cost. Why wUl you 
not take advantage of such generous benefits ?" 

" I will tell you, my lady," replied Mrs. Porter 
respectfplly ; " I do not, I am sure, wish to lessen 
the advantages to be had in your ladyship's school, 
perhaps more even than in our own; though, in- 
deed, that is a thorough good school and mistress, 
God bless her ! But, my lady, my children has 
souls to be saved ; and as I believe in the One 
Faith, and the one Church Christ planted on the 
Bock; I wish my children to beUeve the same 
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trnth. I shonid not think of expecting to go to 
Heaven myself^ and to send my children the while 
to hell. That is why all other things seem little 
to my eyes compared with the blessed faith." 

Mrs. Porter went on so respectfully and quietly, 
that until she had said all her say Eudora could 
not realize what she heard. She then replied 
sharply, 

*' You are a very foolish woman ; but you will 
have to choose this day between your landlord and 
your priest. We know very well that it is he who 
puts you all up to this disobedient, bigoted, ob- 
stinate resistance to your landlord, and he is not 
going to allow it any longer to go unpunished. 
Either you send your children to my school, or 
leave his estate." 

'* And is that the way the English clergy preach 
the gospel ?" said Mrs. Porter, calmly looking at 
Miss Powderhouse. ** Our blessed Lord said the 
tree should be known by its fruits ; and, my lady, 
if these are the fruits of the English Church, it 
condemns itself without words." 

" Insolent woman !" exclaimed Exeter Hall, 
"do you bandy words and controvert with Miss 
Powderhouse ? A pretty pass things are come to 
in this country !" 

"They are indeed come to a sad pass, sir,'* 
replied Mrs. Porter more quickly, and her pale 
thoughtful face flushed a littlie. This poor 
Country, that once was the happy Island of Saints 
and the light of Europe, is become a bone of 
Contention, and a prey given over to Satan for a 
time, like holy Job. And like him she sits on the 
dunghill^ poor and despised; and stripped of M 
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things^ till God shall please to raise her np again. 
Bat, sir, like holy Job too, though both friends 
and enemies call her a fool, and weary her to curse 
God, ai^d die by forsaking her faith, she will hold 
by Him to the end, and He will keep her in the 
hoUow of His Hand/' 

"You are determined, then !'* said Eudora half 
regretfully, for she was able to appreciate the 
undaunted love and courage of this true servant of 
God. "You are determined to banish yourself 
firom all your friends, and to become outcast with 
your fine children ?" 

"My lady," replied Mrs. Porter, looking 
[Steadfastly at the litUe wooden crucifix which hung 
on the chinmey-piece, " deeply should I grieve to 
leave the roof where I was happy with my dear 
husband, and where all my childbren were bom. 
But loth as I should be in heart, I would take a 
bag and beg through all the world, sooner than 
give up the souls left in my charge to the enemy. 
It is not needful to live, but it is needful to be 
saved in Heaven." 

There was something so clear, so calm, so noble, 
in the widow's eye as she made her heroic answer, 
that for the time even bigotry and malice cowed 
down before it, and confessed their best efforts 
beaten to the ground. 

" I am sorry for you," said Eudora at length ; 
*' I am very sorry. I esteemed you, and I hoped to 
do you good. I will leave you tiiis one day to 
think better of your interest." 

"Do not be sorry, dear lady. I grieve more 
for yow," replied the widow, while the tears, which, 
were dry for herself and her children, now filled 
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her eyes in pity for her enemy. "You have a 
noble heart, Miss Powderhouse ; why will you not 
follow it, and learn the truth ?** 

The truth? ijudora wrong? Eudora learn of 
the Widow Porter what was right ? She tried to 
smile scornfully, but something she could not 
comprehend wrung her heart. She turned hastily 
away, and left the cabin. 

'* These people are insupportable !" exclaimed 
Exeter Hall. " What patience, what angelic meek- 
ness you possess, Miss Powderhouse ! I really 
thought—*' 

"Pray, Mr. Hall, do not think about it," 
replied Eudora haughtily. " I am too vexed to 
talk. My mind is troubled." 

** I do not wonder at it," sighed Mr. Hall, 
turning his eyes up to Heaven, and quite misunder- 
standing her answer. " These priests have really 
a diabolical power. It is Antichrist itself; and 
these are the latter times in which he is to come. 
With my lamented friend, the Kev. Llewellyn 
Griflfith Glendower, I read the Hebrew points of 
the number of the Beast — six thoiLsand and sixty- 
six, not six hundred, as is usual ; and I firmly 
believe that in the year sixty-six the Millennium 
will begin, when Popery and all its horrors, the 
Beast, the Scarlet Lady, and the Man of Sin, will 
be chained up in everlasting torment ; and all 
these poor Romanists, who so obstinately refuse to 
be converted, will share their fate. Ah, it quickens 
one's zeal, it warms one's heart, it stirs one up to 
rescue as many of these still innocent children as 
possible from so awful a doom !" 
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CHAPTER XV. 

** Eightj odd yean of sorrow haye I seen, 
And each hour's joy wrecked with a week of teen." 

Bichard II L 

They bad come to a cabin much superior to 
tbe rest of its neighbours. It was neatly thatched 
and whitewashed; and a late clematis and a 
Virginia creeper covered it with festoons. The 
door, divided in two parts, was closed only at the 
bottom, and an old woman, in the high frilled cap 
and the scarlet handkerchief of the west and south 
of Ireland, was seen busily spinning flax from a 
large wheel, which was reeled off by a handsome 
boy. Forming a background to this pleasant pic- 
ture was a little rack of plates and pans, as clean 
as hands could make them, and a bracket holding 
a white image of Immaculate Mary, with a crucifix 
over it. Two or three sacred prints hung round 
or under it, with a little holy- water stoup of earth- 
enware. 

" Good morning Mrs. Macnamara ; how are you 
to-day ?" said Eudora. 

" It is Miss Powderhouse; I knew by the voice," 
replied the old woman, whose fine dark eyed were 
sightless. "Welcome to the cabin, my lady, 
Martin, place a stool." 

" Do not disturb yourself, I beg," said Eudora. 
" Mr. Hall, you had better sit down ; you will be 
tired. Mrs. Macnamara, where is Michael?" 

" He is at his work, my lady ; it wants an hour 
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to his coming home. And indeed I do not think 
he will come the day^ for he took a bag with him, 
and maybe he'll dine at his work." 

" And Una is at the school-house, I suppose ? 
It is chiefly about her I have come to talk. I am 
not pleased with her at all." 

" I sorrow to hear it," replied old Nora, and a 
shade passed over her expressive face. '' It is not 
often I hearken to complaints of Una." 

** I believe she means well," said Miss Powder- 
house; ''but she takes unwarrantable liberties 
with my children, and I really cannot have it 
done." 

" You'll excuse me, my lady ; but if I am to tell 
Una, I must know the rights of it," said Nora. 
*' What children are you speaking anent ?" 

'' Children out of my school. She has wheedled 
some of them away, and got them to her own 
school, which I will not allow. She has either 
sent for the Booneys, or set some of the other 
children to put them up to running away ; and 
they are gone." 

''Daniel Booney's children, up towards the 
mountain, is it, my lady?" 
: " Yes, it is his little girls that have run away 
from my school." 

" But, my lady, them Booneys is bom and bred 
Catholics, sure?" 

" Well, I can't help that. The parents were 
wise enough to send the children to my school, 
where they learn several trades, besides geography 
and grammar, and other things, to get them on in 
life ; and if they choose to do this, what have you, 
or Una, or any one else, to say about it ? Booney 
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di4 it of his own choice; and I suppose ybn'll 
allow that in a free country a man may choose his 
own religion and his own way of bringing up his 
children ? and I will not have them interfered 
with. If the children stay at the priest's school, 
Booney shall quit his cabin and land." 

" Oh, my lady, that would be hard, would it 
not ?*' replied Nora, dropping the flax- thread from 
her hands, and clasping them together. ** The 
poor man has been so sick, too ; and his wife is a 
poor weakly thing ; and where in all the wide world 
would they go, coming the wintry time ?" 

" That is nothing to me," replied the undaunted 
Eudora ; " I will not have the children in my 
school interfered with. If any one does so, he is 
answerable for the hardship, not I. If Una chooses 
to seduce my children, it is she who will turn their 
parents out on the mountains. She had better 
look to it, for I think, myself, that it would be 
exceedingly cruel. You must tell her so from 
me. 

*' Oh, think better of it, my lady," said Nora, 
fixing her large sightless eyes on Eudora. *' Think 
of what you are taking on yourself. We are poor; 
we have hard toil to get poor food, poor shelter ; 
and a sack of chaff is the softest of our feather 
beds. We work from morning till night, from the 
youngest years of Ufe to its very end. We do this 
with cheerful and willing hearts, and sure I am 
that our Peterstown folk would gladly walk round 
the world to do you a service, or even to give you a 
pleasure. But leave us our religion, my lady; 
leave us our faith, our priest, and our God. It is 
cJl we ask for a life of faithful service. Think of 
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the prayer of the poor, my lady, and how it goea 
up to God." 

During a few moments Eudora was silent, for 
newly-awakened thoughts were working in her 
heart. In this interval Exeter Hall conceived 
that it was a good opportunity for him to speak. 

" Good woman," he said, " you must understand 
our motive in visiting you thus. Miss Powder- 
house comes to you as the representative of her 
brother, your excellent landlord. He is determined 
that all his people shall have the advantage of a 
good Christian education. He has built schools, 
he has given you Scripture-readers to make the 
blessed Bible known in this benighted land, and a 
pastor (though unworthy) to explain to you its 
saving doctrines. My poor woman, read but that 
blessed book, lay aside your Popish errors, and 
judge for yourself." 

'* Judge for myself, your honour? And sure I 
have," replied Nora, smiling. " Is it a Christian 
education we want ? And sure are not Catholics, 
believing in the Church Christ planted on the 
blessed Bock of Peter, the first and oldest Chris- 
tians of all ? And if we cannot speak so glib the 
holy Bible words as your own people, who practises 
the Bible best, those who assist every day at the 
blessed Mass, believing His Body and Blood to be 
there as Christ said Himself, or those who deny 
His words, and say He never meant what He said? 
I ask your pardon humbly, sir, for I never meant 
to lift a word of dispute ; but when I hear Master 
Brooker speak of the Bible, the Bible for ever, and 
I see how all Protestants cut and carve it to their 
own liking, I think it is not showing much re^^^- 
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rence for the blessed Word of God, and that they 
do not take it into mind that good Catholics practise 
it in their lives." 

It is not certain what Mr. Hall might have 
replied. He was surprised at the answer, and it 
was new to him ; but he no doubt was preparing a 
cutting reply, when Eudora spoke. 

*' The long and short of it, Mrs. Macnamara, is 
this : Una must give up the Roonej's children, 
and their parents must keep to their word or give 
up their land. I have but one meaning, and one 
way of acting." 

And they left the cabin without a word of fare- 
well. Mr. Hall was for once not sorry to cut short 
the debate. 

" Grandmother," said the boy, when they were 
gone, '*Una will never give up the Rooneys. 
They came back of their own will, and said they 
would be cut in pieces before they wint souping 
again. And so would I, grandmother; I would 
not obey Miss Powderhouse, for all she looks so 
big and grand in her man^s hat and coat." 

"Whisht! Martin youVe no call to be onre- 
spectful to the lady. And she's a fine creature too, 
if God would but touch her heart, and lift her out 
of the ruck of Scripture-readers and all the lave 
on't. Pray for her, boy ; say the round of the 
beads for her, dear, that the Blessed Virgin may 
show her what a woman ought to be that is right 
and good ; but it isn't good to judge them as is set 
over us." 

"Ah, Nanna darling, but perhaps the black 
Satan set them over us, and not the Almighty God. 
I always think of that since grandfiather told us 
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about holy Job and how he was harried by the ene- 
my for a time." 

" Well, then, cushla machree^ it is good of you 
to remember grandfather's good words, for he has 
a power of them, God bless him for it ; but you 
may be sure the Almighty kept watch of the Evil 
One, and had one eye safe on him all the time, to 
see that he did not go beyond his leave. And if 
so be He has let him vex us for our sins, He will 
take care of us too, and won't let him do us too bad 
a turn." 

" Yes, Nanna darling ; but what I mean is, that 
the Scripture-reader, and all of them, must be 
Satan's friends, if he put them over us. And then 
we ought not to love them; we ought to hate them 
with c2l our hearts !" 

This new theological view was puzzling to Nora. 
She shook her head as she made her wheel go 
slowly round again, and said, after a pause, '^ I 
can't say all I mean, asthore, and you must ask 
Father Murphy to tell you ; but you see, amch, 
we are not sure who sent them, after all, so it is 
best not to hate them, as the Almighty says we 
must love our enemies, and do them good." 

" Yah !" exclaimed Martin, in deep disgust, " I 
could never love Israel Brooker, the mean skinker ! 
and I should like to duck him in the deepest 
part of Lough Carra, I should ! That's the good I 
should like to do him /" 

Nora laid her free hand gently on the boy's 
handsome curly head. " Ma bouchal, you shall 
be a wiser man than you are a boy. Did you ever 
hear grandfather say he hated any one, or wished 
to duck him in the Lough ?" 
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" No, Nanna, I never did ; but he has grey hair, 
and stoops. I am not like grandfather^ and I 
carCt abide Israel Brooker." 

** What did the Lord of Glory first say, Martin, 
avichf when He was laid upon the cross ?" 

Martin turned his immense great eyes to the 
little crucifix : 

" * Father, forgive them ; for they know not what 
they do,' " he replied after a short pause. " Must 
I forgive Israel Brooker ? Does grandfather for- 
give him, and Father Murphy?" 

"Yes, ma bouchal; that in course they do. 
Father Murphy is a true servant of God, and 
follows His blessed example." 

" Then I must try," replied Martin, heaving a 
deep sigh. "Nanna, I mean to be a monk at 
Duncarra when I grow up, like Father Lawrence. 
Nanna ! and here comes Una for dinner with 
us !" And down went the reel and the flax on the 
floor, and the impetuous boy rushed out of the 
cabin to seize his sister, and, as he said, to squeeze 
her into a thread-paper with kisses. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

** As I intend to prosper and repent, 
So thrive I in my dangerons attempt 
Of hostile arms, myself myself conioond T* 

BichardllL 

A little while after Eudora had made her 
renowned " progress," and while Peterstown still 
felt a kind of weight or cloud from so many threats 
to poor tenants, Una was one afternoon alone with 
Martin in the girls' school. The last lingering 
scholar had reluctantly concluded her confidences 
to " the mistress," with whom they all dearly 
loved to pour out their hearts in private, and had 
led her little brother away through the gate. The 
last missing pannikin and much-bewept sun-bonnet 
had been triumphantly dragged from under a bench, 
and the owner's dawning tears changed into a 
broad noon of radiant smiles. Even the last little 
penitent had, by Una's firm but gentle expostula- 
tion, cast out the dumb and obstinate devil which 
had possessed the house all the afternoon, and 
having begged pardon and said a little prayer 
before our Lady's image, had gone away with a 
subdued but peaceful face to her own home. 

Still Una lingered. First she finished scoring 
the roll, and after that was done she put the 
school-cupboard in perfect order, in which Martin, 
with great delight, assisted. This was only to 
gain time ; for Una really waited for Bandal. He 

10 
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had promised to come that evening, after many 
disappointments, to put fresh earth and ivy into 
the pots on the altar-bracket ; and for this, and 
Beveral other little fancy gardening-jobs, Una 
still waited on. 

The late autumn sun now poured its last rays 
through the clean-swept schoolroom, touching the 
pictures and desks one after another with a flood 
of ruddy gold. There was not a sound to be 
heard but the. ticking of the large clock, and the 
joyful clack, at intervals, of Martin's tongue ; and 
a happier or more peaceful scene could scarcely be 
imagined. Happy school, and happy school-hours ! 
They had power to rob sorrow of its sharpest 
thorns. Suddenly a man's step was heard, and the 
little gate swung to. 

"There's Randal!" exclaimed Martin gladly; 
and he ran to the door, saying, " Come in, come 
in ! Una is quite tired out waiting for you !" 

" Well, sir, if I had known such an honour was 
done me, I should certainfy have flown on wings," 
replied a voice, but not the one that he expected. 
A tall, dark, well-dressed man stepped into the 
school, taking off his hat with freedom, but m&, 
a manner which well imitated that of a gentle- 
man. 

" I beg your pardon for intruding on what, I 
believe, are your domains. Miss Macnamara, I 
am a dtranger in the country, and am lodging here 
for awhile to see it, and to make some inquiries. 
I am much interested on the subject of schools 
find their teachers ; and I hope to introduce my- 
self to your good priest, who, I am told, is very 
irall acquainted with this subject." 
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Una, unaccustomed to such long sentences, re- 
plied that he was ; and then added that scho(^ 
time was from nine till four, and that after that 
time she could not receive visitors, nor even a^k 
them to come into the school, without Father 
Murphy's permission. She hoped he would 
call another day, in the morning. With this she 
supposed he would go, as, having made her little 
curtsey, she went into the class room, to seek her 
own hat and cloak. Where could Bandal be ? ai^d 
Qh ! where was he this evening, of all evenings, 
when these inquisitive strangers seemed never to 
\>e doBQ with? When she returned, after a few 
minutes, from lockipg the yard door and closiii^ 
the windows %t the back, there he stood still. 

" I am sorry to be in a hurry, sir," she said, 

rather more stiffly than before ; '' but I iQust clo&|e 

-the school now. Martin, get your qaip, dear, apd 

^me out directly, I a^m going. GraAd&thqr aod 

Randal will be coming to meet us." 

*' If it wQuld not be too great a liberty," said 
the strange gentleman respectfully, ''I should Ul^ 
to accpmpauy ypu to the village. I was waitiQjg 
to leave you my card ; but as you are goiug the 
same way, I will do iny best to lend ypu the pro- 
tection you were waiting for." Se gave her a 
neat card, on which U^a read; ^'Mr. Sdmond 
Xiefroy, 13 Harcourt Street, Dublin." 

She wished him far enough away; hut there 
was something about him so quiet and uualarm- 
ing, that she had no reasonable plea for refusing 
so slight a request. It was a very little way to 
her grandfather's, and it would be foolish to mind. 
Sq 8^e tOQk Ma¥tin> hand;, to secure his r^mdiQ- 
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ing by her side, and they all left the school 
together. Mr. Lefroy certainly made the most of 
his opportunity. He talked on, quietly, but 
amusingly, uttering many excellent, and several 
entertaining remarks ; glancing principally at the 
bad attempts made at proselytising the Catholic 
tenantry, and at the life poor cottiers led by being 
tenants-at-will to foreign landlords. As these 
were every-day topics among themselves, and on 
which they were all at home, Una felt quite at 
ease, and insensibly lost her tone of extreme re- 
serve. 

The conversation was therefore carried on with- 
out restraint, though chiefly on one side, till they 
came to the bridge over the stream, which here 
suddenly widened, and gave itself all the airs of a 
river. Across this bridge stood a picturesque old 
archway, which had formerly been a fortified gate- 
tower belonging to an ancient barony of the neigh- 
bourhood, now extinct. 

Within this peaceful and moss grown old arch- 
way were seen and heard three figures, gesticulat-*^ 
ing in anything but peaceful attitudes. At that 
very moment the stoutest of the three figures 
dealt a heavy blow at the one with whom he had 
been disputing, and the other joined in to help. 
The third figure defended himself at long odds 
against two foes. Little Martin scream^, and 
threw up his hands. 

" Una ! oh, Una ! it is Kandal ! Those two are 
fighting him ! Oh, they will kill him !*' 

" Not so fast, my boy !" exclaimed Lefroy. 
'* Two to one is not fair, is it ? Btit now we can 
have a four-handed round !" and running swiftly 
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upon the belligerents, he pinioned one (no other 
than Israel Brooker) in his powerful arms, and so 
left Molina at liberty to repel our friend Goolin, 
whom he accordingly planted by a most saccessfol 
blow, and was about to close and trip him up, 
when that worthy, turning a malignant eye upon 
Malone, and muttering a bitter curse upon *' rival 
lovers/' suddenly wrenched himself free, leapt the 
wall on to the river path, and fled as fast as his, 
sinewy legs could carry him. 

This being done, Lefroy (as we must for the 
present call him) released the Scripture reader, 
and held him at arm's length. Brooker glared at 
him with an evil eye, but had not the slightest 
idea of his identity, or of having ever seen him 
before. He was more occnpied with venting his 
spite and wrath upon Una. His smile, as he 
looked at her, was any thing but pleasant. 

^' I congratulate you. Miss Macnamara, on your 
new and powerful ally. It is not difficult to see 
what animates his zeal; considering the slight 
hold yon brawling and ruffianly boy has on his 
country, I think you do well to look ahead, and 
provide two strings to your bow. So I wish you 
all haste to the wedding. I give you joy, sir, (to 
Lefroy) " of your sweet young wife ; but have a 
care — Papists are a slippery set, and priests can 
give leave for all kinds of sin !" Ajid having 
hissed out his venom, Brooker tore his arm from 
Lefroy's grasp, ran swiftly down the side path to 
the river, and was soon out of sight. 

It all passed so quickly, and each turn of afiiEurs 
was so unexpected, that Una, still lost in amaze- 
ment, stood holding Molina's arm with both her 
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little hands clasped ront)d it> and looking at him 
M if it Were a dream fh>m which she feared to 
ftWake. And he, like a dream too, seemed wholly 
changed* Hid arms were folded, his eyes fixed 
gloomily on the ground. Had he noting to say 
Ifoher? What had bewitched him> and tamed 
Him to itoM ? 

** Wdl !" iteid Lefiroy, taking adwmtage Of the 
fipfsnix^f ^* I must say we came ap just in the nick 
of time. Who was ihat hulking fbllow that gave 
fiSVL the tr^Qa^diOaiS blow ?" 

Molina ronded himself from hill abiKtmctioli, and 
^l^erted himself to make some suitable answer 
and acknowledgment to the "gentleman." But 
Md WOfds gt&n incoherent, his thoughts seemed 
ht away. In answer to Una's whispered and fer* 
tent inquiii^ if he was badly hurt, he smiled at 
her for an instant in his own dear way, and looked 
fl^wn upon her fondly as she clasped his arm. 
Bnt something checked the smile and blighted the 
look* 

"He says he is the new otter killer to my 
k^," )^plied be, in answer to Lefroy ; " and he 
Iltyd to my charge being out on the streams and 
making snares for the otters, to sell their skins. 
Sorrow enough I have to do without hunting wild 
b^sts, then! But, God knows, enemies and 
^aifges are starting up on evety side^ teue or false, 
it don't matter, for the worry they give. But that 
don't mattei», sir, to you. But how came you' — ** 
He stopped wkh that true politeness and delicacy 
Which greets you behind the plough and over the 
milk ptail in Lreland, as it does in certain street 
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crosBings, all^yB, and couris wdl kaown to some 
ot us in London. 

While watching these two, Le&oy's brow had 
become dark as night. All the little way ho 
thought he had made, all his outlay of paips, flat- 
tery, self-restraint, and ingenuity, seemed swept 
away at a breath. They were absorbed, wrapt up 
in one another. In their world he had no place. 
He had ceased to live to them at all. His pas- 
sions, which had been bound by a strong but tem- 
porary chain, in the hope of a golden future, flamed 
out and threatened to bum up all his conceal- 
ments, disguises, and even ordinary prudence 
about himself. Unconsciously, he glared at MoUna 
like a crouching tiger. Unconsciously, his eye 
alternately turned on Una, with an es^pression 
which happily she did not see, nor could have un- 
derstood. 

Bandal, however, turning round from her, did 
both see and understand, and startled, he fixed 
ids eyes more entirely and carefully upon him. 
Something in their expression recalled Lefroy to a 
sounder mind. He lifted his hat courteously, but 
all his eflforts could not veil the bitterness of his 
tone. 

" I shall wish you good eveninff," he said ta 
Una ; *' I see that my company and n!^ protectioff^ 
trill be no longer required. I still hope you wilj 
redeem your promise made before we were <Usturbedr 
by this unfortunate fray." 

Una said she should be doubly glad to do any 
thing for ** a friend in need," and she held out her 
hand warmly. Bandal was in dutv bound to do 
the same for his timely ally, and he felt half 
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ashamed of his suspicions as he did so. Lefroy 
grasped his hand hard, and then checking some- 
thing he was about to say, turned abruptly, and 
was soon out of sight among the scattered houses 
of the village. 



CHAPTER XVn. 

** Who being pricked 
In oombat with the follower of Limours, 
Bled underneath his armour secretlyf 
And so rode on, nor told his gentle wife 
What ailed him, hardly knowing it himself " 

Tsnnysan. 

But though "the devil" had "turned aside for 
envy," he seemed to have left his mark on Molina. 
The gloom out of which Una had lifted him by 
the magic of her voice, and by the resistless charm 
of her frank, winning, innocent ways, now settled 
down on him again, and he walked on moodily 
beside her, as if lost in troubled and painful 
thought. 

For a little while Una allowed Martin to keep 
his hold of her hand, and to chatter on about the 
fish, the swallows, and the cows in the fields, 
whom he individualized and pointed out for her 
admiration or comment. But then Una could not 
bear it any longer. She saw that the " dark fit'* 
which came on Bandal when he was discouraged 
was now mixed with new and more bitter matter^ 
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and she gently loosed her hand from the hoy's 
grasp. 

" Martin dear," she said, " run over to Dan 
Doolan's, and buy ns a nice white cake-loaf for 
supper. I dare say Bandal will come in and take 
a bit with grandfather to-night. Choose a nice 
one, darling." 

Martin, prond of the errand and his coppers, 
declared he would help Dan take it out of the oven 
himself, and ran off as lightly as a bird. Una laid 
the disengaged hand on Bandal's folded arms, and 
said caressingly, 

. " Kandal, avich achree, what on earth is trou- 
bling your mind to-night ? And do tell me, dear, 
as quick as ye can, what were those men really 
wanting of ye ? Is there more than ye have told ? 
Oh, for the love of God and His Blessed Mother, 
do not hide it from me !" 

Bandal started from his gloomy reverie. He 
looked down at the face turned up towards him. 
The tears had gathered in her eyes. Her expres- 
sion was touching ; it showed the utter love and 
devotion to him that a wife should show. Could 
she — could she for a moment have thought of 
another ? Surely it was impossible. Where had 
his thoughts been wandering ? 

"Una, darling, acushlaf I have been very 
miserable, very bad — wicked entirely." 

Una felt her breath coming and going quickly. 

" Speak, speak, pulse of my heart ! Surely 
there is no wound so bad as a hidden wound ; let 
me hear the very worst /" 

" You are right, Una ; you are always right ; 
but oh, I trust in God you will never ^ow what 
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bas been troubling me to-day; never know the 
thirsting, burning, tearing agony of a jealous 
mind !'' 

'' Jealous 1" exclaimed Una> in the tiUtiort 
amazement — "jealous! Why, sure^ datling> yott 
must be dreaming!" 

''Listen, Una dearest, listen. You do not 
know a mail's heart, avich / A Woman, ia n^ade 
dean and altogether contrary^ I do beUd^e ; and. 
tiiat is why a man and woman cling tio togetbelr.. 
Ood has made it so for the purpose* You see I 
have been so harried with one thing and anotlief 
botherin', ev^ything has goto agiai^st the stream. 
I reckoned so much on comin' to you this eyeii-. 
ing. You know how hard I have worked at mj 
cabin for our wedding. It put heart into my 
spade, and into the ground, and eyeiy stroke I 
turned. Well, when I 6aw my lord, tiiough ie 
was main kind and ebfisiderate — quite another 
thing from Moylan, and quite another gentlemaa 
&om what I guessed him ; a real gentleman he is^ 
tiiat's sure ; but no matter for that — eyen he said 
I could not stay in my cabin. He wants it real 
bad, and he offered me fine offers : mon^y^ and a 
place out over, the seas ; or money if I Would go 
away any where. It seems, do what I will^ the. 
agent must see itiy back out of PeterstoWn." 

'' It is a shame !'' excliaimed Una ; '' it is a; 
burning shame on them all ! You, who are the 
best man to woifk in the town, and the most credit 
out of it ! It is a shame, then, and they wiU bd 
sorry when it is too late. But, oh, I ought not to. 
speak so. Sure, our dear Saviour was treated the 
samei and His wordi3 were always to forgive !" 
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Bandal stopped, and drer^ ber to the side of the 
rottd, where a high bank^ covered with moss and 
ferns, was crowned with a few yery old twisted 
thorns. There they sat down. 

*' It was because I tdt so badly that I wanted to 
go inside the school-gateB/* replied Bandal. 
*^ When I hear that old clock tic^ng, and your 
little birdie's whistle^ and see eyerything so clean 
and pure, and our Blessed Lady looking down on 
tbe de8k»> and you» my heart's darlin, like the 
Mother, or Angel, itore like, to the childer,^-^thB 
black storms which men rise up in me roll off my 
aoul, and hate and anger, and iU-will and ill-words, 
ai^ all the lave o' the world's bother, flies off along 
vriikh 'em, and I feel likd I used when we gathered 
the bog-berries out by Lough Garra^ and I made 
cmwns of rushes for my girleen when she was a 
i^eenie, weenie, golden-haired colleen ! Ah, there's 
some souls that must have happine^, Una, or they'll 
give up altogether. To-day I nearly give up my« 
self—" 

He stopped short. Strong emotion convulsed 
his throat, but would not have its floW; Una felt 
her heart pierced. 

'' So I thought, tnaybe, ifc Was better to take my 
lord's o&r, and go out to Australia, and begin 



'' To Australia r exclaimed Una, starting ; ''to 
Australia ! Ever so many thousand miles, away 
ftom grand&ther atid grandmother, and dear L^e- 
latid ? Oh, that is crtidl ; too, too cruel i" 

" Don't speak so, don't ; I can't abeor it !" ex- 
oiaimed Bandal, on whom the sudden, irrepressible 
woirds and looks of anguish fell like molt^i lead. 
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" We are not bound to go, darlin'; no one can 
force us. Father Murphy will tell us what we 
should do." 

" Yes," exclaimed Una, drawing a deep breath, 
as if at last there was some anchorage found in the 
universal storm; "yes, you say truly, Father 
Murphy will tell us. We will go to him. He will 
stand by us and make our way clear. Why should 
we lose our hope and be faithless now ?" 

" Well, acushla,'* resumed Bandal, after a short 
pause, during which Una at least was lifting up 
her heart in fervent prayer, feeling and testing, as 
it were, the strength of God's everlasting promises 
to hear when His children call upon Him, — "well, 
I have nearly told you all. After that, as I told 
you, my lord spoke up so well for Australia, I said 
I would think of it, and talk it over a bit with you, . 
which did not entirely please him ; for he thought 
to get it settled there and then, and to have my 
word for going, to satisfy Moylan or his sister, 
who seems to set him on, and to hould with the 
agent. Poor old gentleman, sure I believe he is in 
a kettle of hot water often himself between the par- 
son and them two !*' 

" More shame for him, then !" exclaimed Una. 
" And so, to please them, we are to be trampled 
underfoot ! But, no, no ; it is not them as is 
doing it. God is over all ; blessed be His holy 
Name !" 

"Amen, then," replied Kandal, earnestly. " And 
so, as I was worrying and fretting over what to do 
to-day, and whether to tell you or not, or whether 
to try the country myself — for I am mad as it is 
now, — ^who should I fall in with, a bit up the 
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mountain, where I had gone to be rid of myself 
and all comers, but those two spalpeens, the new 
otter-killer, as he says he is, and Brooker, comin' 
down together at a rattlin' pace. They hailed me 
pretty roughly, and the otter- killer began to talk 
big about salmon and otters lost and killed. And 
when I came down here (giving them but few and 
short words when I left 'em), here they came again, 
and began the same game. And Brooker taunted 
me as bitter as could be about your new lover that 
was always watchin' and follerin' you." 
"A lover ! My lover ! Watching me /" 
" Whisht awhile, avich achree. In the church, 
he said, and in the schools, and everywhere. And 
then, child of my heart, may you never know 
what went through me when I saw you comin' 
down the hill with him, as easy as a glove, talkin' 
and laughin', and he so handsome and free !'' 

" Eandal," said Una, gravely and earnestly, with 
strong but controlled emotion, " I am ashamed of 
you ; I am ashamed and humbled. Surely you 
ought to be ashamed and humbled yourself. To 
think of taking up Brooker's words against your 
own, — to judge so rash and judge so wrong of me, 
at a distance too, and innocent of all your 
thoughts ! Have I ever given you a cause? Have 
I ever thought of looking at a man but yourself, 
then? You should have known, you should! 
He, a stranger come into the parish to look over 
the schools, and to judge about them and the 
.teaching. And then, not knowing the school- 
hours, he just comes in, and as we was both com- 
ing to the village, he asked might he just come 
too, and speak of the Dublin schools, and hear 



158 ISISH DIAMONDS. 

about onrs. Was there any wrong in tliat ? Yon 
are not like yonreelf, then, now. Yon otiffhi to 
have judged me true !" 

These were natural and true words, gushing 
from a heart touched upon the dearest point. 
They were spoken, too, under a strong impulse of 
surprise. There are moments when the truth is 
the last thing to be spoken, for it is the last 
thing to be borne. It has to be held back and 
reserved, or altogether buried and unexpressed. 
Smarting under the long trial of his late life, the 
last few drops caused the full cup to overflow. 
Something clutched at Randal's throat and caught 
his breath. His head whirled, his eyes grew dim. 
He saw Una's filtered, agitated face, as in a diead- 
fhl dream. Giving a kind of smothered ery of ia- 
tense pain, he sprang from her side, ran down the 
steep bank, crossed the road and the opposite wall 
with a bound, and disappeared in the gathering 
gloom. 



CHAPTER XYin. 

** Hor» light and light t-r^morQ dt^k and Wn our woeg I" 

Days drifted on ; the late autumn darkened into 
approaching winter ; and Randal was not heard of. 
Bitterly weeping, and reproaching herself with 
every kind of sin towards him, Una sought Father 
Murphy and his advice, or at least a word of help. 
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The kind old priest was sorely troubled, bat not 
sauch surprised. He knew better than Una the 
impetaoas impulsiveness of Randal's character, 
and the evils to which it laid him open. He com- 
forted the poor child ; sent for her every day to 
the presbytery to dress the altar, to rub up the 
brasses, to nurse and soothe Shamus, who still lay 
very sick ; and, in short, to be as much employed 
and as much under his own eye as possible. He 
eautioned Peggy and the sacristan against '^ strange 
gintlemen," and bad old Moran the mastiff un- 
loosed. Having thus garrisoned his castle with 
external means, he took his oak staff and walked 
out to Duncarra Abbey, to consult with Father 
Lawrence, according to the fashion of the country. 
Being, as we have elsewhere said, narrow-minded 
and somewhat prejudiced, he had some curious old- 
fiishioned ideas. One of these was a great reve- 
yeoQQe for the cloistered orders, and a belief that, as 
they had sacrified everything to give themselves up 
to Qod, and held a good deal of converse with 
Him, He taught them' some secrets in return. 
They knew more of Him, he thought, than ordi- 
BaFy men, and were excellent helps in prayer and 
intercession for their brethren in trouble. The 
consequence was, that after a long talk with the 
monk, whose sweet pale face looked more pale and 
transparent than ever. Father Murphy went home 
refreshed and comforted, and Father Lawrence got 
six of the other monks to join him in making a 
novena of prayer and penance to bring Eandal 
: back in safety, or at least to have certain news of 
him. 
Of course this was a very blinded and supersti- 
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tions view of the matter, as Exeter Hall would 
donbtless have called it ; and if it had only been 
made known to him, he would have written it 
all in two folio sheets to the secretary of the Anti- 
Mark of the Beast Society, as an expressive sign 
of the increasing darkness settling down upon 
Ireland. 

But, my dear Exeter Hall, was not Ireland 
always a sadly popish and benighted country? 
and, moreover, in spite of you and your societies, 
is there not good chance of its remaining so to 
the end ? 

But as Una looked, with her child-like believing 
eyes into the spiritual world, the world where faith 
and hope are at home, she felt comforted exceed- 
ingly by the thought of this novena, in which she 
joined with all her heart, as did her grandfather 
and grandmother and little Martin, and it helped 
to lighten a burden which was near weighing her 
quite down. 

Outward things also helped to make the time 
drearier. The potato crop turned out to be badly 
tainted with disease, which spread rapidly when 
the roots were stored ; and the weather was colder 
than it had been for many years. Lowering and 
dark the leaden sky spread day after day over the 
country, and the same hollow, biting, and piercing 
north wind persistently blew. The helps of sun- 
shine and little want of fuel were denied, and cold 
and hunger together were felt to be sorely trying 
to the poor. 

But there were warmth and plenty in the houses 
of the Protestant tenants ; and, alas ! there were 
.warmth and plenty also in the houses of those 
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who ' conformed ' to the views of the Miss Powder- 
house and Parson Hall, and who dutifully sent 
their children to my lord's schools. A Benjamin's 
mess of com and meal and coals and clothing was 
theirs, and kept vigorous life in the hody, while 
it brought death to the soul. It gave little glad- 
ness; for these people were too well instructed 
not to know what they were doing, and they shrank 
from the eyes of the villagers who remained faith- 
ful to their God. These were by far the larger 
proportion of the inhabitants, and they gathered 
round their dry morsel, and cowered in their fire- 
less cabins, with brave and steadfast hearts, know- 
ing in Whom they trusted, and looking joyfully to 
the end. In the spirit of the dwellers in the Cata- 
combs and of those dens and caves spoken of by the 
Apostle St. Paul, these martyrs of the nineteenth 
century followed the footsteps of those of the first, 
and, like them, were ready for mockery and stripes, 
for bonds and prisons; ready to be stoned and 
sawn asunder, to be trampled and to be slain, to 
wander in sheepskins and goatskins in the moun- 
tains ; for all this and more, — but were not ready 
to sacrifice one grain of incense to the idols of a 
false faith, or to exchange one jot of the truth for 
all that this world could give. They suflfered, 
they sorrowed, and they starved in silence ; and in 
Bilence looked on their children, raised their hearts 
to God, and died. 

But not all. The martyr's crown was not, by 
some, so easily won. Miss Powderhouse, urged 
on by Moylan, and kept by him in a state of 
partial ignorance, but whole indignation, carried 
out her plan of ejectments. A good many of the 
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houses and a large tract of land were hers by life- 
interest, and with the tenants of these a beginning 
was made. 

One bitter morning of mid-December, with sleet 
driving on the furious north-wind, a company of 
mounted police were seen slowly riding up the 
main street of Peterstown. Though muffled in 
their thick wrappers and capes, and well gloved, 
the men could scarcely feel their bridles, and their 
blue frost-bitten faces gave abundant token that, as 
far as they were concerned, the station-house fire 
would have been a pleasanter and more desirable 
prospect. The sergeant, however, checked some 
indistinct growls of disapprobation, and marshaled 
his band in front of a house which we may recog- 
nise. He summoned old Michael Macnamara to 
quit his dwelling and give up the key. The old 
man, whose gray-haired noble head and bent figure 
excited the immediate admiration and sympathy of 
the force, was singled out as the first victim, be- 
cause Una had steadily refused to compound for 
the Booneys, and had persisted in numbering them 
among her scholars. She had also supplied several 
poor families with food, to enable them to continue 
sending their children to school. 

The old man opened the door to the sergeant. 

** Well, sir, what is my offence ?" 

" There is no offence, Mr. Macnamara," replied 
the sergeant, with involuntary respect ; *' but did 
you not receive a notice through Mr. Moylan's man 
of business ?" 

" I did, sir ; but I had always Lord Powder- 
house's word (the late lord) that I should live and 
die under this roof." 
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" I am sorry, sir," replied the sergeant, " but 
maybe, then, you have a writing to give the agent 
that would satisfy him. I should be glad, I am 
sure.** 

*' No, sir ; more's the pity ; I have no black and 
white for it. There are witnesses to my lord's 
words, but the agent will not listen to them. He 
says there is a new state of things, and all that is 
at an end. I cannot do anything, sir ; I have no 
redress ; but if I leave this roof, it must be by 
force. My wife is as old as myself ; my grand- 
children Uve with us. Where are we to go on 
such a day as this? And our dinner not eaten 
yet!" 

He pointed to the saucepan, which was still 
simmering on the fire. 

" I am as sorry as heart can be ; more sorry 
than words can tell," said the sergeant, whose face 
proved that his words were real. '' I can truly say 
I would sooner have gone across the sea than come 
here to-day. But we must obey orders, Mr. Mac- 
namara. They tell me to eject all the tenants who 
have had notice and refuse to leave. Let me 
beg you, Mr. Macnamara. Look at my orders, 
sir !" 

'^ Sir," replied the old man, calmly sitting down 
in his chair by the hearth, '* this house was pro- 
mised me by an honourable landlord, now dead 
and gone ; and I took him at his word. I will 
not leave it, except by force which I cannot 
resist," 

The sergeant took a long look, as if to gather 
strength for what he had to do : perhaps to realise 
the situation to himself. The aged patriarchy so 
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ealm, so noble in his fine old age ; Nora, holding 
the suspended flax on the wheel, lifting up her 
sightless eyes to Heaven for strength, and in 
thanksgiving for the fortitude of her husband ; and 
little Martin, with his great dark eyes and his 
cheeks aflame, was pulling her sleeves, and begging 
her to let him take down grandfather's gun and 
shoot the police, one and all, on their horses. Una 
was at the school. 

He took in all this, the clean, orderly poverty 
of the cabin, the little altar, and the holy prints 
against the wall. Then, drawing his hand across 
his eyes, he went out. 

" There is no help for it," he said to the men. 
" You must take off the roof." 

Those who had been chosen for this purpose, 
and armed with crowbars and other instruments 
for the work, then began operations. They lifted 
the thatch, the laths, the cross-trees, and threw 
them on the ground, and took out one whole win- 
dow at the back. A loud shout of execration burst 
from the now assembled crowd, and stones were 
lifted in many hands. 

The door of the cabin opened, and Macnamara's 
voice was heard. 

" Boys, dear friends, no violence ! God alone 
is my Judge, and can do with me as He wills. 
Come, my dear wife. We have been together in 
joy and happiness for many years ; we will go to- 
gether in tiie day of sorrow and tears. Blessed be 
our good God, we can go with clean hands, and in 
the faith of our fathers !'* 

He took the pot of meal and potatoes off the 
fire^ and threw the contents into the street; 
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gathered up the clothes which his wife had collected 
into a bundle ; took down the crucifix and little 
image of our Lady, and laid them carefully in 
Martin's arms; and looking round at the walls 
which had sheltered them for forty years, with eyes 
in which grief and resolution struggled for the 
mastery, Michael gave his arm to Nora, and they 
stepped into the street. The snow drifted on them, 
and the winds pierced them through, as houseless 
and desolate, they stood a few moments to consi- 
der where to go ; but hands were stretched out on 
all sides to welcome and cheer them, and there 
was not a man in all the street that would not 
have gladly changed places with Michael Macna- 
mara. 

He kindly and cheerfully thanked them all; but 
saying that he would prefer first going to the pres- 
bytery to consult Father Murphy, he led his wife 
and grandchild slowly through the crowd, and they 
were soon out of sight. 

The key was handed to the sergeant, and the 
police passed on. They stopped again very soon. 
This was at the widow Porter's, whose reception of 
Miss Powderhouse, on the day of her " progress,'* 
may not be forgotten. 

The widow and her seven children were again 
gathered round their table, eating their metd of 
rice and suet which Una had given the eldest girl, 
and shown her how to cook so as to make a more 
nourishing meal than the rice boiled by itself. 
Beside the mother lay the eighth child, the young- 
est boy and the mother's darling, covered with the 
only wrap not exchanged for food. The pet lamb 
of all the flock had been stricken, and, under the 
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stress of cold and iDsofficient food and clothing, 
was now wasted by slow fever — the pecnliar fever 
bom of famine — to a little wan and hollow-eyed 
skeleton. 

The widow's sad but beantifiil face touched the 
sergeant to the heart. He looked from her to the 
table and to the cot^ and resolved, whatever it cost, 
that he wonld never again do a day's work like 
this. 

"Mrs. Porter, — I beg your pardon, I cannot 
help it, — had you not a notice and a threat of eject- 
ment fi-om the agent ?" 

" I had, sir, a little time back." 

** Then, my dear, good woman — excuse me — ^but 
in God's name, why could you not have been so 
kind as to take it, and not have forced on me this 
dog's trade ? No, nor that either, for a dog would 
scorn to behave so to any man ! Do you know, 
ma'am, you must go, or be cast out by force ?" 

" Sir," said the widow, turning upon him her 
beautifal sad eyes ; '' God is good, though man is 
not, and I have long put my trust in Him only. 
How could I go, sir, with seven well children into 
the mountains to perish, even if I had not been 
struck with sickness in this one ?" Her voice fal- 
tered. ** Now, with him, how can I go anywhere ? 
Even wolves and tigers have some mercy." 

The sergeant leaned against the wall. He was 
silent for some minutes, vainly trying to command 
his voice. At last he said, 

"Mrs. Porter, if I leave this house without 
obeying my orders, I shall be immediately dis- 
missed. I have children too^ and no mother to 
look to them." 
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" You are right, sir ; it is not you to blame ;" 
replied the mother, with that calm dignity peculiar 
to her. " Ood will find some shelter for us. I 
will put you to no further trouble or pain. Leena 
darling, gather the clothes together. It is little 
enough we shall have to carry." 

The sergeant immediately went out, and left 
them at liberty to take what time they chose. 

They did not ask much. In a little while the 
door opened, and the sad procession came out into 
the storm ; the younger children loaded with such 
packages of clothes as were still left to cover 
them, or leading lesser ones by the hand and try- 
ing to still their cries. Last came the widow and 
Leena, the eldest daughter, carrying the cot with 
the sick boy. The mother held in her other hand 
a headless wooden horse, which she carried as if 
it were some precious thing. 

As they went down the street towards a kind 
neighbour's cabin, who had offered them room for 
a night, to give a chance of looking for a shelter, 
the thick snow-flakes fell upon the little cot, and 
from the sergeant down to the least child there 
was not one that did not shed tears, except Mrs. 
Porter herself. They looked at the funeral proces- 
sion of her home, she at that of her boy. 

Such a procession was that which once came 
down from the gates of Naim, and He that met it 
said to the widowed mother, *' Weep not." But 
now, though He marked it well. He kept silence 
and waited for the end. 

The police, with openly expressed disgust and 
anger, went on to finish their work. They moved 
from house to house^ as their orders pointed out« 
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and in some cases were met by stubborn resist- 
ance, and, alas ! also with cnrses, with frantic rav- 
ings of despair, and with mad blows. In some 
cases women met them with bitter and scornful 
upbraidings, with violence and insult, or with 
threats of future revenge. In one house the din- 
ner of potatoes, which the sergeant begged them 
to finish, was violently and scornfully thrown upon 
the dunghill, and the famished owners went out to 
beg their way, exclaiming aloud that they would 
gladly ask alms through the world before they 
would yield to the landlord or the landlord's sister 
to sell their children's souls. In a few hours the 
crackling and smashing ceased ; the roofless and 
windowless houses gaped to the pelting sleet ; and 
in little trains and knots of shivering men and 
women sixty persons were turned out into the 
December storm. And thus did the Honourable 
Eudora Powderhouse and Malachi Moylan reap 
the harvest of their wills. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

** Then, after all was done that hand could do, 
She rested." Tennyson, 

Meanwhile Father Murphy the parish priest 
was daily saying his Mass for the same intention ; 
and Father Lawrence, at Duncarra Abbey, was 
praying and fasting in his cell; for Randal had 
not yet been heard of^ and Una, nearly heart-bro« 
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ken, went abont her duties like a shadow, con-* 
tinaally rebuking herself for her anger and hasty 
words, and gave herself no peace, making acts of 
reparation to win back what she thought she had 
never deserved to possess. 

And the Masses, and the penances, and prayers 
went up continually, like a fragrant cloud of in- 
cense to Heaven ; but the answer was delayed, for 
these souls were very pleasing to God, and must 
needs be tried seven times in the fire. 

And then one morning it came into Father 
Lawrence's mind at Mass to ofier his life for 
Molina, which he did with all possible fervour, ask- 
ing also that the present miserable condition of 
Peterstown might be changed, and that the scat- 
tered and persecuted but generous flock might have 
some peace. 

And something warned him at his Communion 
that his sacrifice was accepted ; and h^ then left 
all things in God's hands, with great joy. 

Throughout this time, wherever Una went, in 
the village or out of it, to the lake or (as she 
sometimes did) to the Abbey, she was met or cross- 
ed by Lefroy. Sometimes it was just a meeting/ 
when his hat was respectfully lifted ; sometimes a 
kind, sympathising inquiry after her grandfather, 
or a little visit to him (next to Randal, the first 
thought and object of Una's life) ; sometimes some 
little service or offer of service, rendered with 
respect or as a matter of course ; sometimes this 
was urged playfully, under pretext of her being a 
public servant and benefactor, and in her character 
of school-mistress entitled to the service of all 
kinds of persons in return. However it might be^ 
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nnder whaieyer colonr or deyice, it was never bold 
or offensive, or even very marked. And indeed 
her whole mind was so absorbed and fixed upon 
the thought of Bandal, she was so wrapped in the 
idea of winning him back by offices and prayers 
from the agonised state in which she knew he was 
living, that many outward things passed by her 
unheeded. It was with her as with those leaves 
which passively resist the rain, and from which 
the dew-drops roll off round and perfect without 
being able to give out any of their moisture. 

One evening Una was sitting listlessly looking 
over the copy-books of the first class in the school- 
room. The door into her little sitting-room was 
open, and through it could be seen the bent form 
of old Nora, still pulUng the flax from her wheel, 
while Michael read to her out of a New Testament 
which Father Fitzsimon had left him when he 
went away. He read a few words and then paused, 
as he was accustomed to do. Una listened in a 
dreamy kind of way, as if the words were a long 
way off, and conveyed no meaning to her ear. 

From earliest dawn she had been awake, listen- 
ing, as usual on post-days, for the postman's 
ringing cry, '' A letter for Miss Macnamara.** All 
through the din and buzz of the lessons one voice 
had sounded in her ears, one face seemed to haunt 
and stand in her way. The low cry of pain and 
agony wrung from Bandal that last evening seemed 
to be reechoed, his wild beseeching glance to be 
cast on her again, and to wring her heart till she 
could scarcely control her words, or cease from 
clasping her throbbing temples with her hands. 

Why had she so recklessly increased his pain ? 
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Why had she not better read his mind, and 
weighed the safferings he had so long borne ? 
Why did she press npon the deep wound ? Oh, 
if she coald but see him once more ; once cast 
herself on the ground at his feet, and beseech him 
to forgive her and to forget her pride ! How did 
Blessed Mary behave when St. Joseph was troubled 
about her? Did she rise up and murmur, and 
speak haughtily to him in return? Oh, blind, 
blind, besotted and blind, not sooner to have con- 
sidered this ! And then, for the ten thousandth 
time, did Una inwardly abase herself to the very 
dust before God, confessing that every thing He 
had brought upon her was just and right, and that 
she deserved to suffer still more ; and then she 
besought Him to take back Bandal into His own 
keeping, for she was unworthy to have the charge. 

Then the words sounding in the little room 
seemed to become more distinct and near, for 
Michael's grand old voice, untouched by the weight 
of eighty years, was like a deep- toned bell, and it 
was only the pressure of her own wretchedness 
which had shut it out before. He had finished 
finding and reading the gospel of the last Sunday, 
and had returned to some favourite passages, 
which Father Fitzsimon had marked for him to 
think over and over again. This was what Una 
heard : 

" And the twelve gates are twelve pearls, one to 
each; and every several gate was of one pearl. 
And the street of the city was pure gold, as it were 
transparent glass. 

** And I saw no temple therein. For the Lord 
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God Almighty is the Temple thereof, and the 
Lamb. 

** And the city hath no need of the sun, nor of 
the moon, to shine in it. For the glory of God 
hath enlightened it, and the Lamb is the light 
thereof." 

There was a pause, and some low, delighted 
comments from old Nora, which Una did not hear. 
Her soothed thoughts followed the glorious vision, 
and rested in that City whose Builder and Maker 
is God Himself. She dwelt on the concluding 
words : 

** The throne of God and of the Lamb shall be 
in it, and His servants shall serve Him. 

*^ And they shall see His fieu^ ; and His Name 
shall be on their foreheads. 

'^ And night shall be no more ; and they shall 
not need the light of the lamp, nor the light of 
the sun, because the Lord God shall enlighten 
them, and they shall reign for ever and ever." 

'* What does it matter if I lose everything in 
this world ? I have been base and earthly ; my 
heart has been given to a creature. Perhaps, 
my God, that is why Thou hast taken him from 
mel" 

This was Una's last evening thought. A great 
hush seemed to have settled down on her weary 
heart ; and it was at rest. She dreamt that she 
was walking on the golden pavement of the Eter- 
nal City of God, and that she met Bandal, his 
face radiant with heavenly joy. But he waved his 
hand, and said, '' Not yet; we cannot be together 
for a time !" And while trying to catch hold of 



miSH DIAMONDS. 173 

his hand to hear more, Una cried out and awoke. 
Was Bandal, then, dead and in Heaven ? She 
scarcely could believe that. No ; it was only a 
dream. Bat still, in spite of doubt and suspense, 
Una felt happier, and could rest now in submis- 
sive hope. 

It will be evident to all, that Michael and Nora 
Macnamara, with little Martin, were now settled 
in the schoolmistress's house, next the school. 
Father Murphy had managed this with the help of 
a wooden partition or two, and lent beds. So far, 
the Macnamaras were not driven away from the 
village, and Martin had not been given as a prey 
to Exeter Hall. 

But in several other cases the poor victims of 
mistaken zeal, or martyrs to the ancient faith 
(according to the view taken) did not fare so well. 
There was no granddaughter in office for them to 
fly to, nor were the kind neighbours* cabins as 
plastic as their hearts and wills. In every other 
case of ejectment a fresh settlement had had to be 
made, and this in the depth of winter, and the 
dearest time of fuel and food. Widow Porter's 
sick child died, having been hurried from roof to 
roof ; and not only he, but two of his young sis- 
ters, already undermined by scanty food, followed 
him to their rest under the snow-covered sod. The 
vndow and her five remaining little ones went into 
a suburb of Buncarra, where they hired a miser- 
able room for the rest of the winter, barely keep- 
ing themselves by scutching and carding flax. 

Also of these eight scholars Exeter Hall reaped 
not one. 
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Bnt from other cast down and destitnte parents 
he took a tithe of souls. All had not the conra^e 
to hold their starving children on their knees, and 
see life ebbing from them drop by drop. All 
could not stand the sharp cry or moaning wail for 
bread which they could not supply. Some said, 
'' The poor things would take no harm for a bit, 
just through the worst of the cold." " They 
should stop their ears over the Catechism, and 
let the others answer, till a good time came round 
again. God Almighty would take it easy on them, 
looking at the cold and want." So here and there 
knots of Catholic children went ragged and bare- 
foot to the. parson's school, where they received 
shoes and frocks and soup in plenty, and were 
warmed and filled. Thus, as we have said, did 
Exeter Hall take his tithe of souls. 

But while the wolves prowled and fed, the good 
shepherd watched the poor flock, and when he saw 
what was doing, Father Murphy prayed and 
thought with streaming eyes; and one Monday 
morning, after Mass, sent messengers from house 
to house, bidding every one be present at the 
Bosary and Benediction on the following Sunday, 
when he should have something especial to say to 
all. 

On the Saturday, while the ^'Catechism chil- 
dren" were busy posing one another triumphantly 
with frightfully intricate theological and scriptural 
questions, the buzz was hushed by the appearance 
of a well-known shadow on the window blind, and 
Una was informed that Father Murphy was com- 
ing to the school. Her pale face lightened with 
the only joyful look that came upon it now, and 



IBISH DIAMONDS. 175 

she left the class to meet him at the door. He 
gave her his blessiDg with a shade more of tender 
care than usual, and said, " No news, my child ? 
Well, well, we shall be patient, and wait upon the 
Will of God ! Blessed be He, who knows our 
good !" 

** I want to give you some work, my child," he 
continued, after hearing the heartfelt "Amen,** 
which is the usual and sincere Irish response to 
the reverent praise of God*s Name. ** You may 
bring the girls to the sacristy after I have told you 
what to do.*' 

" That is delightful !" replied Una, with her 
faint smile. *' Shall I make proclamation now?*' 

'' Not until I have finished my say, or I shall 
be drowned out of it,*' said the old priest smiling. 
*' I am going to have a grand Benediction on Sun- 
day night, and to speak to all the people about 
the school work that is going on ; and to make 
them all promise to die rather than sell their chil- 
dren*s souls. You are not to breathe a word of 
this till it is all over. Do you hear ?" 

" Yes, Father ; I understand." 

" So I want my church beautiful,*' continued 
the old man, glad to interest poor Una in anything; 
*' and to be dressed out with flowers, and green, 
and garlands. You will find all the stuff, and 
plenty of string in the sacristy ; so you may go 
and set to work as hard as you please. And pray, 
while you work, my colleen, that my poor words 
may be blessed by God, and that He may put 
strength into our people's hearts, and make them 
stand firm*" 

He paused a moment, and then added, in a 
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low, tender Toice^ like that of a mother to a yeiy 
little childy 

" And do you, my colleen dhas, lay your 
wounds in the Heart of our dear Lord, and ask 
Him to do whatever He likes with you and all you 
love." 

Una scarcely seemed to breathe. She thought 
again of her dream, and of the feeling that she 
ought to renounce her love, and everything, to 
God's further will. Again there was the same 
thought — sacrifice, sacrifice! Yes, she was con- 
strained to accept and to renew again the desire. 
She was ready. She looked up at the priest, and 
was deeply touched to see his mild eyes full of 
tears for her. How long she had known him ! 
How deeply she loved that mild, venerable face, 
to her quite beautiful in its charitiy and lovingkind- 
ness ! But all she said was : 

" Thank you. Father ; I will." 

He then gave the children his usual blessing, 
and left the school. 

" Children," said the clear voice of the mistress, 
" what do you think we are going to do ?" 

" ma'am, mistress, please tell us !" 

" We are going into the sacristy to help deco- 
rate the church for Father Murphy: you are to 
make garlands with boughs and string, and hang 
them about the sanctuary and windows." 

The children looked at one another with a swift 
glance of bright pleasure, and then, with one 
common impulse, clapped their hands, and that 
not satisfying their wishes, they leant forward and 
pounded on the desks with quick-beatijpg doubled 
fists. 
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Una smiled, but held up her hand, and there 
was instant silence. 

** There are two conditions, remember : one is, 
that yon do not talk or laugh too loud, as our dear 
Lord will be very near to us ; the other is, that 
you say the beads for Father Murphy's intention. 
Do you all agree ?'* 

Every hand was lifted high above their heads, 
and then they knelt to say the Angelus, and filed 
out of the desks to put on their bonnets and 
cloaks, leaving the room quite empty except of tiio 
dancing sunshine on the floor. 



CHAPTER XX. 

" In her right hand the lily, in her left 
The letter." Tennyson, 

On their way to the church they met Lefroy. 
He raised his hat, smiling and nodding to the 
girls, whose good will and word he had taken care 
to win by various popular acts and ways. Then 
stopping Una respectfully he said, 

'* Miss Macnamara, I should be glad to have a 
word vrith you any time you can make it conve- 
nient." 

Una looked surprised. 

"My time is usually taken up, Mr. Lefroy. 
Gould you not mention now what you have to 
say?" 

12 
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" Your time is too much taken up," replied 
Lefroy more warmly than he intended. "You are 
over-tasking your strength^ and making every one 
else miserable.'' 

"Excuse me," said Una coldly, endeavouring 
to pass on ; " I must go after the children to the 
sacristy." 

" Well then, you must hear it roughly told," 
exclaimed Lefroy, indignant and chafed. " I think 
you might have known that I would gladly have 
spared you the pain ; hut it is your own choosing 
entirely." 

A momentary idea flashed across Una's mind. 

** Have you any bad news for me, Mr. Lefroy." 

" I don't call it so," he replied sullenly ; " but 
you will, I am afraid. Mind, I would have told 
you more gently." 

" No matter, no matter ; tell me now — tell me 
at once /" pleaded Una, clasping her hands con- 
vulsively over her heart. 

Lefroy hesitated a moment, or seemed to do so ; 
then taking out a letter, he said, 

** I think young Molina has enlisted." 

Una in vain tried to repress her violent start. 

" What makes you say so ?" she uttered, in a 
clear, strange voice. 

** I have had this letter," he replied ; " you can 
read it. It is from a friend of mine, an officer at 
Cork. Eead it, and keep it as long as you like. 
I am sorry to give you the pain." 

But somehow Una was gone, and the letter too. 
She seemed to walk on the air, so swiftly, so 
noiselessly had she grasped the letter and van- 
ished. 
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And she, all through the village-street, was 
clasping the letter as if it decided her lot, and was 
xnnrmnring, half aloud, ^'0 Mary, sweetest! 
Mother of Sorrows ! Mother, pierced with a sword ! 
speak for us to thy Son ; speak a good word for 
me and for him ; pray for us, who never forgot thy 
children, that some comfort may keep me from 
giving way !" 

Yet Una set all the children to work. There 
were the greens and the string, and there were the 
flowers to insert and mix at intervals. The 
wreaths were to be so long, and the garlands to 
hang at such lengths between. They were first 
to begin by repeating the Bosary as they worked, 
and f^terwards tiiey might talk. ' Such and such 
girls were to do the Sanctuary, and such others 
the garlands for the windows and pillars. Then 
she went into the church, and after a minute's 
fervent but still bewildered prayer, opened and 
read the letter. There could be no mistake about 
it. It was dated *' Cork ;" and after giving a 
brief, graphic account of the preparations for the 
transit of the troops to Chma, it came to the 
subject mentioned by Lefroy. These were the 
words : 

" And now, old fellow, for your own letter. I 
am truly interested in your Chronicles of Peters** 
town. By Jove, I'm half in love with the pretty 
schoolmistress myself! And, do you know, I 
think the missing lover has strayed into this port, 
and, like other malcontents, taken refuge in 
the red coat! Last night a strapping young 
fellow, six feet odd, was brought in by a sergeant, 
who had persuaded him to enlist. He was cer^ 
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iainly handsome, and one of the finest-hnilt fellows 
I ever saw. His name was given as Mnllins, or 
Molina, or some such thing. Is that it at all ? He 
was pale and gaunt with hanger or wretchedness ; 
but nothing would make him say where he came 
from. So ends your romance, which, it seems, is 
to be divided between us," &c. 

She folded it up, and put it from her on a bench. 
The words seemed to scorch and bum her brain. 
Was it possible that Bandal could have been so 
thoughtlessly, selfishly mad as to leave her for life 
without a word ? Had the cloud which had come 
down upon him been indeed the work of Satan, 
to banish all grace and hope, and drag him into 
reckless despair ? Were her future, her once-bright 
friture, her home-life, her years of wedded 
happiness, blotted out for ever? 

** Bandal, my heart's life, could you have been 
80 cruel — so cruel to me, your own girl ?" 

She bowed her head, and burst into a rush of 
Bobs and tears. Her very heart seemed to lie on 
the pavement, and to pour itself out and die. 

The strain had been too long and too great, and 
ibis outburst was needed. After a while it was 
checked as by a ray of light. 

*' Is the heart of man sufficient to man ? If 
earthly love and joy be torn from it, can it in very 
truth destroy its real peace? Weigh it in the 
scales and judge." 

Whence came this clear inward voice? Una 
raised her head, and looked towards the Tabernacle. 
The calm, undying lamp seemed to draw her heart 
towards the Dweller tiierein; surely that was 
truth. She^ or something yntinn her, seemed to 
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follow out the thonght: ''The heart may be 
cruelly wrang, but be healed again. It may bleed, 
but live afterwards to know a deeper and hoHet 
peace.*' 

She looked again at the red glow of the fidthful 
lamp^ which seemed to watch, while men were for- 
getful or absent, before the Face of God. She got 
up, and went to her own fftvourite comer, between 
the high altar and the chapel of the Blessed Virgin, 
and there knelt and buried her face in her hands. 
Childlike and free in her dealings with God, she 
was accustomed to find Him also free in dealing 
with her. When she sought Him in prayer, she 
quickly found what she sought, and spent hours in 
sitting at His feet, both ''hearing and asking 
questions,'' as to her dearest and most faithfiu 
Friend. And now, as she knelt there, pouring 
out her whole heart and soul before His throne, 
giving up herself and every thing she loved and 
valued into His hands, she found, even more than 
usually, that He poured wine and oil into her 
wounds, and in the clear, low, stillest Voice in 
which He speaks to His beloved, He made known 
to her some secrets of His will. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

*' I am in BO far— that sin will pluck on sin." 

Shakesjreare. 

*' Well 9 what is going on ? Did the letter meet 
With credit?" 

** Swallowed like Gospel. But I would not try 
that again for many a pound.'* 

Moylan looked at the speaker with his most ex- 
pressive sneer. 

" What ! Have you grown to he such a soft? I 
thought it of you all along. Don't you want the 
girl, then, after all the hother ?" 

Malone set his strong teeth, and looked at the 
agent with undisguised hatred and disgust. 

" Mr. Moylan, you are a heartless devil !" 

Then, remembering how he was hampered and 
tied, he ground his great teeth, and clenched his 
hair with both hands, cursing his own folly in 
being led on by such a man. 

Moylan looked at him as a cool keeper in 
a lunatic asylum looks at the pranks of a patient. 

" Growing rusty," he said, in a low clear voice. 

** H'm ! Best not, fool ! best not." 

*' Mr. Moylan, sir, I beg, I entreat you, sir, do 
not drive it too far. The look in that girl's eyes 
would even have stopped you. Her heart is broken 
— and we have done it." 

" Ah, I see," replied Moylan, still sneering, but 
in a more covert way. " I beg your pardon, Ma- 
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lone ; I really could not make out your drift. Of 
course a girl will feel about her lover. They all 
do till they find a fresh one. When she feels sure 
that Molina is out of the question, then you will step 
in, and set all right. You won't regret the clever 
dodge of the letter from Cork then.'' 

'' I don't know that," said Malone bitterly, as he 
remembered and contrasted Una's manner with 
Bandal and vtdth himself. '^ She loves that fellow 
better than life; and as to me — well, I love her 
better than life ; that's certain sure I She makes 
me altogether different, and I don't sometimes 
know what I am doing — that's the truth ! You 
may laugh, sir; but you will not laugh in the 
end !" 

" My good fellow, you are hot, and I am cool, 
that's all. Don't get so stuffy about it. Love is 
witching madness, you know ; and I am not in 
love, and you are. I really did not know you were 
BO fairly in for it, as I have been away these few 
days, and things get on so fast. Now we will take 
it up seriously, and finish it out. In the first 
place, where the devil is Molina ?'* 

" Where he is now, I can't exactly say ; but he 
was in Duncarra only yesterday, where Coolin dog- 
ged him out of the mountains." 

"Duncarra!" echoed Moylan, white as chalk, 
and slightly stamping his foot. ** And why didn't 
that fool and ass Coolin stick a knife in him, or 
lend him a bullet, before he got there to drop 
through all our plans ?" 

Malone measured him an instant vrith his eye. 

** You said distinctly there was to be no violence ,* 
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he replied ; " and I was to be witness of your 
words." 

Moylan tried to fix his steely eyes upon him, 
and to sneer him down. But he blenched before 
him, and turning on his heel, cursed him under 
his breath with a hideous curse, and flung himself 
towards the window, from which he looked out for 
a few minutes as if to recover breath and thought. 
He then turned, and opening a cupboard, took 
from it a stone bottle, a jug, sugar, glasses, and 
spoons, and proceeded to brew a stiff noggin of 
punch from a small kettle on the hob. He set it 
on the table, and poured out a tumbler for Malone, 
and another for himself. Then he said, 

'* Malone, you are an ass, and Goolin is another ! 
But never mind. Who ever heard before of a 
Connaught ranger sparing his enemy, or choosing 
his rival's happiness to his own ? You must have 
been reared on sheep's milk by mistake. Now 
look here : will you, or will you not, carry off Una 
immediately, and take her to New York, where you 
may live in any kind of fool's paradise you please ? 
Molina, you say, was in Duncarra yesterday ; so 
he will probably be in Peterstown to day, if he 
be not here hidden already. The first thing, he 
will want to find out by stealth if Una is true to 
him or not ; and, if possible, he must not find her 
at all. She must have sailed out of the harbour 
with you by her side. But if this is impossible, 
(he will go first to the schoolhouse), could you not 
be there, and let him surprise you talking to his 
love r 

Malone's eyes flashed. 

'* I will be there !" He thought a moment, and 
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then said, " Molina had a sort of bird-call, with 
which he used to let her know he was come. Then 
she used to start out and speak to him at the little 
gate/' 

'^ Ha ! do yon think yon could act the romancer, 
and make the bird-call yourself?'* 

" I think I could, sir ; there are few birds or 
beasts I could not imitate; and I have taught many 
a one to Shamus the innocent." 

''Well, so far so good. But we must have 
Coolin at hand. Molina is a young giant. It will 
take all Coolings strength to hold him, or cut him 
down. Besides, there might be others in the 
Bchoolhouse.'' 

'' The priest is often there of an evening," said 
Malone. 

Moylan started, and fixed his eyes keenly upon 
him ; but Malone was absorbed in his own share of 
the plot, and had only spoken it as a fact. Moylan's 
hand shook as he raised his glass and drained it 
to the bottom. 

" Well," he exclaimed, '* your first business is 
to find Coolin and bring him to me. I think we 
shall make out this little plan, and then you will 
be happy. There are two American ships now in 
port, and one, I know, is to sail directly. I will 
start a trusty messenger myself to Westport, and 
take three berths. You can all get to New York 
together, and then let Coolin take his own way. 
You and Una can make a handsome settlement 
with the money I shall give you, and you may be- 
gin afresh, and be as happy as the day is long." 

Malone's head swam. Now that his tremendous 
passions were fairly roused^ he realised the force 
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of the temptation and the power of the tempter. 
Whatever straggles he had lately made^ whatever 
dim and doubtful feelings had sprung out of a 
conscience not wholly dead, whatever yearnings 
after a better and higher course had gleamed and 
glowed within him, — were all now cast aside. 
The visions of a home, of wealth, of pleasure, and 
the rapturous possession of Una's love, — for love 
him she must, she should, — ^poured like a flood- 
tide across the writings drawn in the sand, and 
swept them utterly away. He stretched his hand 
eagerly across the table, and grasped Moylan's vdth 
a convulsive force. 

" You are right, sir ; I was a cowardly fool ! I. 
am ready and determined for all. I thank you 
from my very heart !" 

'^ That is well spoken, like a man," replied the 
agent, whose face was cool but perfectly pale. 
** Now go you and find Coolin, or get him found. 
As he is by way of being an otter-hunter now, you 
will most likely meet with him in Ballyshin Beach, 
just above the last bridge beyond the village. 
And remember, Malone, every thing depends on 
Molina's being well secured. Out of the country, 
or under-ground, — whichever it is, all depends on 
his being silenced. You understand me. Now 

go. 

Malone went, and the agent sat perfectly still. 
The ticking of the little clock on the chimney- 
piece seemed to pierce his .ear at every sound. 
Should it or should it not be done ? Yes ; there 
was no safety or peace without. Yes ; all doubt 
was gone. The priest must die. 
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The clock struck its silvery little chime. Moy- 
lan went out; like Jadas^ to do his master's bid- 
ding. 



CHAPTER XXn. 

" stricken by an angel's hand, 

This mortal armour thnt I wear, 

This weight and size, this heart and eyes,— * 

Are touched, ard turned, to finest air." 

Tennyson. 

It was true that Molina was at Dnncarra. He 
had wandered about in a kind of moody and pas- 
sionate madness, first going to Westport to in- 
quire about ships ; then, finding it impossible to 
engage himself without letting Una know — impos- 
sible also to write, and more impossible to leave 
the country without another glimpse of her dear 
face, however it might be — he had wandered 
through several neighbouring towns, and finally to 
Ballina, where he had made inquiries about work 
of various kinds ; and being by this time in a 
more ordinary and rational mood, and able to 
listen and think, he asked carefully about service 
and work from the different shops, thinking that 
perhaps the life and occupation of a town might 
suit him better than returning to try and rent 
land. He had actually found mill work at good 
wages for the time being, and a place where Una 
could live, if indeed she was still willing to fulfil 
her engagement with one who had proved so reck- 
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less and impulsive, and had inflicted upon her snch 
bitter pain. Randal was now fully sensible of the 
madness of his conduct in leaving her while und» 
the influence of his jealous frenzy ; but he still 
thought, having done so, it would be wiser to have 
something definite to propose, and some time of 
possibility for their marriage and for leaving 
Peterstown. 

Feeling and arguing like a man, Bandal forgot 
that while he had been rushing here and there, 
actively busy, and absorbed in a definite search, 
with hope for the future, Una had been deserted, 
and heart-sick with suspense and agonies of doubt, 
not knowing if he were safe, or even alive. Thus 
will a man unwittingly pierce a faithful heart with 
wounds which time can scarcely heal, and then 
expect that everything should be forgotten in a 
few minutes. 

However, in a softened and sounder mood he 
had sought Father Lawrence at the Abbey, and 
made a hearty and full confession of two months 
back. And while with wet eyes and humbled 
heart he was still making his thanksgiving after 
the sacrament, a hand was laid upon his shoulder, 
and he saw Father Murphy's face bent down 
towards him, meek and thankful as usual, but 
with bis eyes filled with tears. Bandal buried his 
own then in his hands for a moment*, but imme- 
diately got up and followed the good old priest 
into the sacristy. 

" Now, sir, what am I to call you ?" exclaimed 
the parish priest, holding him fast, as if to pre- 
■ vent his escaping any more. " What are you, 
then, a lost sheep or a found ?" 
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Bandal fell on his knees. 

" Father Murphy, dear .Father Murphy, do 
forgive me my mad folly ! I know I am a dis- 
grace to you ; hut do not give me up." 

"And what are you to Una?" replied the priest. 
*' Randal, you have nearly been the death of the 
best, the very best and dearest — " 

He stopped, for he could not say any more. 

*' Oh, I know, I know ! I am not worthy of her f 
I never was worthy, even to kiss her shoes !" ex- 
claimed Bandal, clasping his hands. '^ I was 
mad, wicked, wild, when I left her ; but, Father, 
if I had not, I should have taken the blood of that 
strange man, Lefroy. I know I should. And I 
misdoubt all the while if he is what he calls him- 
self. I am sure there is some plot in it, for I 
heard at Westport and at Ballina, that it is said 
two convicts have come back from over the seas, 
and a great reward is offered ; and my mind mis- 
gave me from the first, I had seen Lefroy's face 
before." 

"Ha!" said the priest, "can that be what 
Shamus meant in his sickness, crying out against 
the wolf? The dear little lad would scarce ever 
leave Una's side, especially if she went out of the 
village, and would take old Moran too, who, you 
know, would have made no bones of tearing any 
one up that offered to touch her. But Bandal, 
Bandal child, you should have written her a word 
of token !" 

" Father," replied Molina, sitting down on the 
confessional stool at the priest's feet, " I hate my- 
self more than I can tell you. My eyes were shut 
by want of faith, by anger, and by my own pas« 
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sions, every way. And after I had left, and was 
come a bit to myself, I found that I had been really 
very ill in body too. I had a kind of fever in the 
head, and was nursed up on the mountain by a 
good old decent woman who has a little cabin in 
the wildest parts of Cahir-na-Duigan. So after 
she let me go— and *twas weak I was in truth — 
I found that weeks were gone by, while I could 
take no heed; and then I foolishly thought I 
would not go back to Peterstown with an empty 
hand, but with something for Una and me to look 
to, and ever since I have sought work till I found 
such as suited us both." 

" And you have found it, then ?*' 

" Yes, Father, better than I deserved. I had 
already found something for myself ; but when I 
come ^ere. Father Lawrence told me I might have 
their mill work under Father Joseph, which is a 
greater and better prospect than I could ever have 
looked for. So now I cannot say what I feel: 
home — and rest — and Una — at peace — " 

His voice had been shaken during the last sen- 
tences, and here he fairly broke down, and burst 
into tears, in which Father Murphy joined. 

*^ My child,'' he said, as soon as he could speak, 
'' bless God this day for His exceeding goodness. 
He is indeed the Good Shepherd, and has watched 
over you when you left Him and forgot His love; 
Never again let a moment's mistrust of Him cross 
your mind. Stay here a bit and finish your pray- 
ers, while I find Father Lawrence, and say a word 
to him, and then we will go home together. I too 
must thank God with my whole heart ; for I have 
found my sheep that was lost." 
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After kneeling for a little while in the church, 
the parish priest left Randal there, and went into 
the Abbey. Having asked to see Father Law- 
rence, he was surprised to be greeted by another, 
who came into the parlour in his stead. 

** Father Fitzsimon ! I did not know you were 
here; Can I see Father Lawrence, do you know ?" 

"You may see him in his cell." 

"How? What? He is not so ill r 

"He is well, most well," replied the Father, 
with his calm, sad smile ; " nothing can ever be 
otherwise with Lawrence. Will you come ?" 

Scarcely able to bear or even understand this 
sudden blow, the probable loss of his dear confes- 
sor and best friend, the parish priest followed the 
tall but bent figure that led silently through the 
cloisters. On the way he paused to look through 
the arched doorway leading to the garden, where 
he had so often sat and talked with his brother. 
The green turf and the imperishable yew walls 
were just the same ; the old sun-dial still cast the 
shadow of time on its disc ; and the glories of the 
autumn flowers were but replaced by the delicate 
colours and pure white of spring. 

" It is well, it is well," murmured the Father to 
himself. " Death is indeed swallowed up in vic- 
tory. It was death, but the resurrection has fol- 
lowed vrith everlasting life." 

He went on, and they reached Father Law- 
rence's cell. The monk lay upon his poor bed, 
Rooking like a shadow even of his former self; 
but with a face so sweet, so calm, so unearthly in 
its readiness for the last message, that even grief 
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was hushed and elevated in his presence, and 
tamed into joyful thanksgiving at having seen 
and had intercourse with so manifest a servant of 
God. 

He smiled faintly, and held out his thin hand to 
the parish priest. 

Father Murphy knelt heside him and kissed 
it, and then, in a few words, spoke Of Randal 
and his return. A glorious, radiant glow of 
thanksgiving and praise lit up the face of the 
monk. 

" Yes,*' he said, " the sheep that was lost is 
found. He shall never he lost again. He is safe, 
blessed be God for ever ! * Non mortar, sed vwam, 
et narraho opera Domini /* "* 

Then did Father Fitzsimon wonderingly recall 
the words his brother had once before spoken of 
Bandal : 

" He m^y be fearfully tried, he m^y go through 
cruel sufferings, he may lose aU the happiness 
that life seems now to offer him, — life itself may 
he cut short in its prime ; but that soul wiU not be 
lost:' 

Was the rest also to be fulfilled ? As he leant 
against the wall at the foot of the bed, looking 
alternately at the monk and at the crucifix ana 
sharp discipline hung over his head, he felt what 
had been the prayer and the ofiering, and called to 
mind and put together other rare and disjointed 
words, which now filled up the evidence to his 
mind. He knew now the meaning of the words. 



• " I sliall not die, bat lire, and show forth the works of > the 
Lord ! " 
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nsed lately in a moment of thanksgiving. " The 
sacrifice is accepted ; the shepherd giveth his life 
for the sheep." Lawrence was to die, that Molina 
might be saved from despair and ruin. Oh, love, 
strong, and stronger than death ! oh, mystery of 
the intercession of God's anointed priests ! Could 
he for one instant regret ? could he feel anything 
but exulting joy ? 

And while these thoughts absorbed his mind. 
Father Murphy had bade the monk farewell, and 
the brothers were left together. 

" ' Lcetare, latare, in Domino. Magnificat ani^ 
ma mea in Domino.* Let us rejoice together, 
Cyprian ; let our last intercourse be full of 
praise." 

Father Fitzsimon looked at his vanishing jeweL 
It was all that he had on earth ; and both for his 
own sake and for its use had been unspeakably 
precious to him. But, like St. Francis of Sales, 
his daily prayer had long been that every thread of 
his heart might be marked with the cross. 

" Is there anything you particularly wish to say, 
Lawrence ?" 

"Yes," replied the monk, after a short pause, 
" There is one thing, Cyprian, that I have never 
told you." 

'' Let me hear it now. Anything I can do, let 
me know at once." 

"It has been my continual prayer for some 
time," replied the monk, "though I scarcely know 
why, that you may grow in strength, and make 
some greater sacrifice than has yet been made." 

Father Fitzsimon started a little; but his dark, 
calm face was immoveable. 

13 



194 IBISH DIAMONDS. 

'' I do not see, I have not at all known, what 
this sacrifice is to be/' continued the monk, in his 
clear, thin voice, which at times was now inter- 
rupted by failing strength ; " but I think you will 
see it, and joyfully accept it, whatever it may be. 
I have prayed for you to see it, and I think you will 
not refuse it when the time comes." 

^' I shall not refuse/' repeated the low, earnest 
voice beside him. 

" How can any one refuse what God asks ?" 
replied the monk, forcing a passage for his words. 
*' It is such a privilege when God bends down to 
us from His throne, and puts His will into our 
hands. It shows us what we are when we stop our 
ears and will not hear, or wilfully close our eyes to 
the highest teaching. Blind ! blind ! Oh, just 
now, when I was reading of our Lord healing the 
blind man with clay, what deep meaning seemed 
to lie hidden in the simple words of Scripture: 
* That Man, that is called Jesus, made clay and 
anointed my eyes, and said to me : Go to the Pool 
of Siloe, and wash. And I went, I washed, and I 
see/ That Man, called Jesus, be my sole Friend 
and Physician ! Let all others, whether Pharisees 
or Apostles, now stand aside. They cannot enter 
into the sight or blindness of my soul. They cannot 
interpret His Words, nor heal my wounds. * That 
Man' only can make clay of the humiliations of His 
own choosing. In secret and alone He will pre- 
pare me a cure, and with His help I shall come 
out in triumph at His Eight Hand. *I went, 
I washed, and I see/ Sacred Heart of my God ! 
O Love, beyond all power of loving in return ! 
When shall I be with Thee, and at rest ?" 
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He closed his eyes, and seemed already rapt into 
some glimpse of the Beatific Vision. 

" Qnis non amantevi redftmet? 
Quis non redemptiis diligat?" 

repeated Father Fitzsimon softly. After a little 
pause he added, as if to himself, 

** Expertus potest credere, 
Quid git Jesum diligere." 

He stooped down, and gently kissed the monk's 
pale transparent cheek. 

" Fare you well now, dear Lawrence ; my time 
is up. Good bye, till I see you again," 

The monk held his hand, softly repeating, "Till 
I see you again !" then said, " Well, then, give 
me a blessing, Cyprian. I must really have one 
to-night." 

A slight flush crossed the dark face of the priest. 
His eyes seemed to shine with tears. But, after 
a moment's struggle, he said, in his calmest voice, 

^^Benedicat te, omnipotens Devs ; Pater, et 
Filim, et Spirittis Sanctus. Amen.** 

He still held his brother's hand; and, as he 
had done once before in the garden, gave one deep 
glance around that took in the whole scene. He 
noted the narrow cell, the pleasant ivy-circled 
window, through which were seen the purple 
mountains, the fading spring twilight, and the 
silvery crescent moon, even now casting a faint 
beam upon the pallet-couch, the crucifix, and the 
wasted sweetest face that lay beneath it. 
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Then he tonched the thin hand he held with his 
lips, and left the cell. And those two saw one 
another on earth no more. 



CHAPTER XXin. 

^ " The tidal wave of deeper souls 

Into onr inmost Ixring rolls, 

And lifts us imawares." 

LcngfiUloiw^ 

The Snnday for which the children had been 
decking the church came in its course. Never 
was anything prettier than it looked in its wreaths 
of greens and dahlias, while long streamers of 
passion flower, put up by Una at the last moment, 
hung round the sanctuary and over the tabernacle. 
Several banners of the Passion, the Sacred Heart, 
and our Lady of Sorrows, to whom Father Mur- 
phy had a special devotion, stood on each side of 
the altar ; and the whole church wore an aspect of 
unusual solemnity and preparation for some 
marked event. 

Towards evening groups and knots of the coun« 
try people began to flow in, and increasing con« 
tinually, the tide filled the little church completely. 
The messengers had done their work well. More 
and more poured in ; there seemed no end to the 
flow, or to the elastic comprehension of the church. 
At last it was full ; it was crammed ; it was suffo* 
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eating ; and the rear of the congregation streamed 
thickly out in the churchyard, under the old thorn- 
trees, and among the graves. Every window was 
wide open, so I do not know but that they had 
some of the best places. 

The bells rang out, and every mind was fixed 
upon what Father Murphy had gathered them for. 
There had not been such a meeting — no, not for 
forty years, under good old Father Mike— God 
rest his soul ! — when the soupers first came to 
the west. They would warrant Father Paul had 
as good words to say to them now. Glory be to 
God, they had surely a fine pastor, and fine words 
could he give out to them ! Och, and did not he 
give Paty Connor an iligant taste of his oak stick, 
then, the other day, for not comin' to his Michael- 
mas duties, and gettin' drunk out on the spree ! 
May God bless him for ever ! He was the very 
moral of a fine priest — as stiff as a bull in a gate, 
and not to be turned for any man ! These and 
many other such murmured communications, 
mingled with prayers and rockings to and fro, 
were passed up and down from many a broad- 
frilled, snow-white cap, and scarlet handkerchief, 
and frieze coat with the sleeves tied behind. But 
the bells ceased, and then a long, deep, but softly- 
breathed "whisht" ran through the expecting 
people, and there was immediately a silence that 
could be felt. 

Father Murphy stood at the altar in his alb and 
stole. He made the sign of the cross slowly and 
solemnly, and then began to speak. His voice 
was rich and strong, and poured out so easily 
through the windows as to be clearly heard to the 
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farthest confines of the churchyard. He told the 
people in clear, common words that he had thought 
it well to call them together that night to speak 
of the state of the village and the surrounding 
country, and of their own souls. They had a good 
landlord, an excellent man he might say ; hut his 
ears were filled with idle tales, and he seldom saw 
his own tenants. Men who were prejudiced 
against the fJEuth, because they did not know it, 
represented matters to him in a way contrary to 
the truth, and he believed what they said. There 
was hut one cure for this — they must pray for 
their landlord. He was sorry to find and to see 
that they had not done this, and some of them 
had indulged evil and hitter feelings against him. 
He would not name them now, but he knew them 
all. Others had given a noble example of for- 
giveness, and they would have a blessing for it. 
From this very night they must all promise him 
to pray for their landlord every day. That was 
one thing he had to say to them. 

Another was that some of them had acted worse 
than these. They had given in to temptation, 
and had sent their children, or allowed them to 
be taken, to the parson's school. They had not 
accepted the sufferings sent them by God ; they 
had not borne with hunger and cold ; but they had 
sold their children's souls for coals, and soup, and 
bread. If those who tempted them were justly 
called ^'soupers," what kind of name did these 
deserve but^soupers' slaves"? Poor, miserable, 
cowardly slaves, forgetting the life to come, and 
the beautiful courts of Heaven, and the crown of 
stars on our Lady's head; and the glorious Face of 
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God, which was to be their everlasting reward ; 
forgetting all this, and their own eternal glory, 
for a mouthful of bread and a stitch of rags ! 
But he knew they had only forgotten themselves 
through trouble. They had turned their back on 
Almighty God for awhile, but they were now ready 
to return. They would not cast themselves out 
and sell themselves to the devil for ever. He 
then, in the most powerful though rough way, 
drew a sketch of bygone times, and carried them 
all back, as he seemed to see it himself, to be 
eyewitnesses of what their forefathers had gone 
through for the faith. How during the '' Hag's 
War,*' — when all that country had been laid deso-. 
late by Elizabeth's lieutenants, every farm a heap 
of smoking ruins, every village a street of empty 
roofless shells, every road strewed with dead horses, 
cows, and sheep, and with the bodies of those 
who were ploughing their land or tending their 
flocks — death and destruction had filled the whole 
province ; but where were the souls of those who 
died? They were gone up with, their martyrs' 
crowns ; they were bieeling round the crystal sea 
with palms in their hands for ever. 

And so, when Cromweirs soldiers had swept 
the country, and, having killed the last of the 
O'Brian Blakes, had quartered themselves in the 
old court, well did they know the tradition that 
the deep pool of Cahir-na-Duigan was then red as 
blood from the bodies that were thrown into it, 
and that from that time to this, it is said no beast 
will drink of it, even on the hottest summer day. 
Those bodies were the congregation gathered in 
St. Malachi of the Bocks, when the soldiers came 
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and snrronnded the chapel, and killed the priest, 
and every man, woman, and child, there worship* 
ing their God. But they were no '* soupers." 
The mothers smiled when they saw their children 
butchered. They were true Irishwomen, and re- 
joiced to die for the ancient faith. And it was the 
same again and again — not many years beyond 
their memory — when the Orangemen first rose up, 
and began to search and imprison the Catholics 
wherever they pleased ; and the triangle was set 
up in every town, and poor Catholics were flogged 
to death because they would not renounce their 
religion. There was not a Catholic whose life was 
safe ; not one whose house was sacred, or whose 
goods were not a prey to the spoiler. But how 
many of them bought his safety at the price of his 
soul ? But one ; but one. Out of all the names 
recorded, there was but one who went back and 
renounced his God. These were true Irishmen, 
worthy of the name. These were the forefathers, 
what would they say to their faithless, degenerate 
children ? And what would God say to them, 
but the one terrible word, "Depart! Depart 
from Me, ye doubly cursed ; cursed in this world 
by the Church, and in the next before all men and 
angels. Depart from Me for all eternity ! You 
have chosen the devil ; let him be your portion for 
ever !** 

At these words the feelings of the people, which 
had been raised to the highest pitch by the for- 
cible sketches of past times and glories, towards 
which the Irishman looks back with a tender and 
half-sad, half-exulting regret, now burst beyond 
their control. A slavering sound of sobs and 
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groans ran through the whole crowd ; and they 
all fell on their knees, beating their breasts and 
kissing the earth. Those especially, like the 
Sweeneys, Peter Eooney, and others, who had 
yielded to the storm, and sent their children to 
Mr. Hall's school, were completely broken down by 
grief and horror at their present position. 

Father Murphy saw that there was no resistance 
of will. He raised his hand, and, turning to the 
Tabernacle, he promised our Lord, there present 
in the Blessed Sacrament, that His strayed sheep 
should return to their duty. He touchingly re- 
minded Him of His long-sufifering and mercy, 
and of His promise that all who repented should 
be pardoned by Him. And then he went down 
from the altar steps, and vested for Benediction. 
The altar blazed with its myriad lights, the organ 
played softly, and the children of the choir, with 
Una, sang a few yersea of a simple hymn. It was 
one they much loved to sing and hear^ and which 
is not enough known ; 



TO OUR LADY 0? SORROWS. 

O Mother, most afflicted, 
Standing beneath that tree, 

Where Jesus stands rejected, 
On the hill of Calvary t 

Chorus. Mary, sweetest Mother, 
We love and pity thee ; 
And for the sake of Jesus, 
Let us thy chUdren be I 
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Thy heart is well-nigh hreaking, 

Thy Jesus thns to see, 
Insulted) wounded, dying, 
In greatest agony. 
Choru9k O Mary, sweetest Mother, &e. 

When the Blessed Sacrament had been exposed 
high above the altar, Father Murphy turned again 
to the weeping and praying people. He bade them, 
every one who was there present, — women and 
children as well as men, — raise his right hand, 
and promise solemnly that night to God never 
again, for the love or fear of anything whatever, to 
tamper with his faith, or to countenance any other 
in doing 80« Thus, and thus only, would he be 
justified in admitting them to the Sacraments, ot 
could they find prosperity or peace. 
'■ It was a wonderful and a beautiful sight. In- 
stantly, both inside the crowded church and out- 
side to the very boundary-walls, every head was 
raised, and every right hand lifted high above their 
heads. Then, with streaming eyes fixed on the 
Mystic Face of their Gk)d, did every creature pre- 
sent clearly and solemnly follow the words of the 
priest, and vow to be henceforth loyal and true. 

'* Come trouble and want, come sickness or 
famine, come persecution and beggary of all, I will 
truly practise the Catholic faith, and renounce all 
dealings with every false religion. So help me, 
my God !'' 

And He heard their vow, and blessed them from 
His throne. 

There was not one among all that bowed and 
hushed multitude who did not turn to God that 
night with all his heart. The chains fell off them, 
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and their bonds were broken ; and from that honr 
there was no more tyranny that could hurt those 
souls. " Souping" in Peterstown came to an end, 
and Una had enough to do with her full school 
and ignorant scholars to deaden the sting of her 
grief for the time. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

" All was ended now,— the hope, and the fear, abd the sorrow; 
All the aching of heart, the restless, unsatisfied longing ; 
All the dnU deep pain, and constant anguish of patience." 

Longfdhw, 

At the conclusion of the interview with Father 
Lawrence, the parish-priest and Eandal, after a 
long talk with Father Joseph, and a review of the 
miU and the work required to be done in it, made 
the best of their way along the lake-side towards 
Peterstown. The spring twilight was faded now, 
and it grew rapidly dark; but as the shadows 
deepened their lengthened talk seemed to become 
more and more pleasant, as, after the fullest details 
of his late miserable wanderings, Bandal's heart 
glowed with hope and anticipation of the happier 
days in store for them in the neat little house that 
was the usual dwelling of the Abbey miller. And 
as Father Murphy fully sympathised with every 
hope and cheering prospect, rejoicing all the while 
in the thoughts of what joy this evening was to 
bring to Una — Una^ his meek, patient, and sub- 
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xnitting darling, who so richly deserved this reward ! 
This good shepherd also rejoiced with intense 
thankfuhiess that the weak and sore places in 
Bandal's soal were so fully laid open, that they 
were now nearly healed. 

By this time they were rapidly nearing the upper 
end of the village, and approaching the schoolhouse, 
so that Father Murphy stopped, and proposed to 
go forward first alone, to give a little warning to 
Una, as, in her weakened state, so sudden a surprise 
might do her harm- While th$y were making 
this little arrangement, two men came out of a 
gate leading into a field, and passed them on the 
road. 

Molina then drew hack a little into the shadow 
of the hedge, and watched Father Murphy's 
approach to the school. 

In spite of every wish to keep to the letter of 
the priest's wishes, he could not help stealing 
gradually after him ; so that, as it were, in spite 
of himself, he followed him, and that not many 
paces behind. 

And there was the dear schoolhouse, garlanded 
with its ivy, at the sight of which his heart beat 
fast, thinking that Una was within its walls. * Was 
she sitting at her desk, correcting the copies ; or 
dressing our Lady's altar, and thinking of him ? 
or was she getting the supper ready for Michael 
and Nora ? He saw her now in his mental eye, 
as he had always seen her there, in her black dress, 
and her neat collar, and the little ivory crucifix 
round her neck, and her glorious coils of golden 
hair crowning her pretty head. There ! Now the 
door is opening, and Father Murphy is going in. 
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and as lie does so a long yellow streak of candle 
and fire light streams out across the threshold. 
He thinks he can even hear their voices — her voice 
— in an exclamation of joy. Her form seems to 
dancebefore him. 

How long it seemed, that earnest prayer, while 
he could hear the beating of his heart ! The door 
opens again. Is it ? — oh, yes ! there can be no 
doubt. It is her form that flits through it into 
the shadow. It is her own light step, her own 
dear, darling voice that comes through the darkness ! 
** Bandal ! Bandal, asthore r She has not died ! 
She has not cast him off ! He makes one bound 
forward, but before he could reach her a wild 
scream smites his ear. Two men have rushed 
upon Una, «uid lifted her in their powerful arms. 
Bandal, frenzied with horror and amazement, 
springs upon them, shouting for help. The school- 
door flies open and Father Murphy rushes out, 
followed by other figures. Suddenly, as Bandal 
struggles and grapples, like a tiger, with the two 
immense ruffians, he sees the quick glitter of steel, 
and hears the deadly click of the lock. In the 
mad confusion he makes a wild rush before 
Father Murphy, and draws out his only weapon, 
his knife, to cover him. 

A startling flash, a sharp report, a groan, and 
two bodies fall. The other ruffian, pinioned by 
Father Murphy, is seized by the police, who have 
come up at full gallop. 

" Too late, too late !" They cannot save him 
now. They draw him gently from under the 
gigantic body of the fallen assassin, and they find 
turn gasping for breathy and life ebbing at every 
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gasp from the wound. Quickly, quickly, Una 
tears her handkerchief in strips, and thrusts the 
fragments gently into the gaping flesh, that he 
may win time for one last shrift and absolution 
before death. She lifts his head with the utmost 
tenderness and strength of love, and pillows it 
upon her breast ; and through her maze of horror 
and agony of woe she smiles with her own sweetest 
smile, and thanks him for all his loYO, and for 
coming home to her to die. 

" Una ! My Una ! My own ! Forgive me 
once. I did not think — I was mad — and very ill. 
Father Murphy knows. Tell her aU. God! 
Thy sweet will be done ! Pulse of !ny heart, you 
were too good for me ! Give me one kiss. Thank 
God, Father Murphy is safe !" 

" Saved by you, my Randal. You die a martyr. 
Hush darling ! Do not talk of forgiving. It is 
you who must pardon all my hasty words." 

" Una !'* gasped Randal, with one last, strong 
effort, " I thank you with all my strength for aU 
your great love ! God bless you ! Jesus ! sweet 
Mary! Mother!" 

There was a slight shivering sob. Una felt her 
hand faintly grasped, and then the young, noble 
head leaned sideways from her arms, the face set 
in a calm beauty, an unspeakable rest, which was 
the only seal stamped upon it by death. 

They took him up with reverent care, and laid 
him on Una's bed at the school-house, where the 
last mournful offices were rendilred, and much 
prayer was made. 

But Una resisted all Father Murphy's entreaties 
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to let Ilim take Iier away. She was tearless and 
perfectly calm, and nothing could prevent her 
from watching and praying beside the corpse till 
the day broke. 

Then, while Father Murphy, bruised and sore 
in heart, knelt prostrate in spirit before God, pre- 
paring for his Mass, the sweetest sound of solemn 
joy-bells floated round him, and filled his heart 
with their thrilling, soothing melody. And he 
knew, while struck with awe and thankfulness of 
heart, that Father Lawrence was gone up to his 
eternal rest in the Heavenly City, scarcely passing 
through the purifying flames. 

And with him, might it so be, the boy Bandal, 
for whose soul he had ofiered his life ? 

So, instead of a requiem for the dead, he said a 
Mass of thanksgiving, with great peace of heart, 
commending Una to Him who alone can heal such 
griefs as hers. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

** The end and the beginning rez 
His reason ; many things perplex 
lYith emotions, checks and connterchecks." 

Tennyson* ' 

It was Coolin who, withont a moment's warning, 
had fallen dead in the scuffle, shot through the 
heart hy the second barrel of Malone's revolver, 
which was either cocked without his knowing it, 
or in the confusion and madness of passion had 
been discharged at one time with that which took 
Molina's life. The remaining murderer, or what- 
ever else, in the tumult of unbridled passion, he 
might have become, was of course Lefroy, or 
Malone ; but as the police knew him only as Edmund 
Lefroy, he was committed under that name. Most 
of the villagers had suspected or seen his attach- 
ment to Una, and had speculated, in village fashion, 
whether she would end by going to Dublin " to be 
made a lady," or whether she would be faithful to 
her peasant-love. And the wisest, and those who 
knew her best, came, of course, to the latter con- 
clusion. 

So they thought it was a jealous frolic to which 
Bandal had fallen a victim, and pitied both the 
young men. But when the police made known 
that two first-rate detectives were come down, 
and it became rumoured that Lefroy was no Dub- 
lin gentleman at all, but that he and Coolin were 
in truth runaway convicts of the most dangerous 
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class, for whom they had been on the watch, and 
for whom a large reward was offered, — then all 
ears were opened with horror, and all kinds of 
evidence began to string together towards fresh 
conclusions. And Malone's ravings in the station- 
house were so wild and wonderful, that the 
superintendent sent off a trusty messenger to Father 
Murphy, and asked him to come and examine the 
prisoner before he was taken to the gaol. 

Now it had happened that Moylan had cunningly 
contrived to spend the day of the murder at a 
friend's house, at some distance in the country, in 
order that he might be quite out of the way, and 
out of suspicion of any knowledge or collusion 
of Una's being carried away, or the murders that 
perhaps might be committed by that same act. And 
by this course, as so often happens, his cunning 
overreached the mark, and brought upon him ex- 
actly what he sought to avoid. If he had remained 
at Peterstown, being a magistrate, and more often 
than not acting in Lord Powderhouse's place, he 
would have been able to prevent all intercourse 
with the prisoner except his own, and might 
perhaps have so wrought on Malone as to soothe 
his mind, and hinder him from divulging any 
thing that had passed between them, by a promise 
of escape, or false- swearing at the trial. As it 
was, Father Murphy immediately walked up to the 
station-house, where, as soon as he fixed his eyes 
upon Malone and spoke to him in soothing words, 
reminding him that God's mercy had given him 
yet time to repent, the evil spirit seemed to be 
cast out, and the convict fell upon his knees. 
There he poured out his whole story— told how 

14 
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tbe frantic desire to die in bis own country had 
driven him in Australia to file his chains and 
escape, and to work his way hack in an American 
vessel to Ireland, where Coolin and he had taken 
to an old familiar haunt and trade, distilling illicit 
whiskey for the mountain shebeen-houses. He 
told how they had met the agent, and he had 
engaged them in his plans ; how Una was to be 
wooed and carried away; how Molina had been 
dogged and goaded to madness ; how Shamus had 
many times been the sole cause of her not being 
carried off; and that the letter from the ofScer at 
Cork had been composed and written by him 
with Moylan's help and in his study. He added, 
with shuddering horror, how the agent had even 
designed Father Murphy's own death, and, as he 
believed, that of Brooker also, as an obstacle to his 
plans ; and, in short, he unwound to the priest's 
view all the meshes of the complicated web that 
had been woven round his flock, and gave him fall 
permission to make what use of the knowledge he 



Horror-struck and sick at heart. Father Murphy 
still thanked God for at last discovering the snares 
which he had felt, but never understood. He 
immediately sent off two messengers, one for 
Father Fitzsimon, and one to Sir Philip Ffrench, 
the nearest magistrate and largest proprietor at 
hand. Lord Powderhouse was in bed, with a 
severe attack of the gout. As soon as Sir Philip 
had arrived, which, as he drove his own mail- 
phaeton, was very soon indeed, and had heard the 
outline of the case, he sat down and made out the 
warrant for Moylan's arrest. Shamus was then 
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found ont, and Father Murphy gave him into the 
charge of a proper person till his evidence (as far 
as it was valid) could be taken down. After a 
long and careful examination of Malone, Sir Philip 
courteously asked the favour of the two priests' 
company to Peterstown House, to which he drove. 

Notwithstanding his gout, after reading the few 
pencil-lines sent up by Sir Philip', my Lord begged 
the three gentlemen to walk into his room, where 
he heard with horror and dismay the upshot of all 
that had taken place. The tears which he shed, 
and which did him honour, and the hearty and 
generous manner in which he humbled himself for 
his mal-administration and culpable over-indul- 
gence to his subordinates, went far to laying a 
good foundation for the future. When they were 
about to retire he held out his hand to the two 
priests, and begged them to favour him for the 
future with their suggestions and advice. 

And when they had taken their leave. Sir Philip 
remained for some time to point out to my Lord 
how deeply faulty he had been, in a country like 
Ireland, to allow his sister and his agent to hood- 
wink his eyes, and to act upon such manifest 
and bitter prejudice towards his defenceless 
tenants. 

In short, he read my Lord a round lecture, as he 
well and wisely knew how ; and told him, when 
his gout was gone, he should come and stay at 
Castle Ffrench, and see how the estate and villagers 
fared under a free rule ; and especially how they 
fared without an agent, for although he had bailiflfs 
and stewards, he was his own agent, and no one 
ever came between him and his people but the 
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parish-priest. " And, my Lord/' he concluded, 
** look into it, I beg of you, if you wish to end 
your days in peace. If you want to evangelise 
Ireland, do it by example, and not by force." 

And my Lord did look into it accordingly ; and 
the farther he looked, the more he saw and the 
wiser he became. He made up his mind to send 
for his nephew and heir-at-law. Colonel Powder- 
house, and put his affairs into his4iands. And 
as he was a temperate, experienced Irish landholder, 
who had never been an absentee, and who was a 
warm friend of Sir Philip Ffrench, my Lord profited 
largely by his experience, and Peterstown fell on 
better times. 

Practically, however, this came about chiefly by 
the help of two allies. One of these we know 
well ; but after a while there were two. 

To finish with the bad characters, then, and 
lose sight of them altogether, it should be said, 
that as Malone turned Queen's evidence, he was 
pardoned and went out to America, where he is 
most likely at this moment fighting, adorned with 
all manner of stars, and, for any thing that we 
know, may hereafter be one means of founding 
some brand-new Imperial Eepublic or Republican 
Empire out of the chaos and old night which reign 
in that tumultuous hemisphere. 

But Malachi Moylan, having no sacrament of 
confession to fall back upon, nor faith to believe, 
proudly disdained the temporal punishments of the 
law, and hung himself in his cell. He was found 
by a turnkey, cold and stiff, with a demoniacal 
sneer still lingering on his lip; as if, while 
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'Scoffing at every thing in this transient life, he 
also, while he could, persisted in scofi^g at the 
eternal life which lay beyond. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

'* Patience, and abnegation of self, and devotion to others, 
This was the lesson a life of trial and sorrow had taught her; 
So was her loye diffused, but, like to some odorous spices, 
Suffered no waste nor loss, though filling the air with aroma." 

Longfellow, 

After the inquest had been held, and the funeral 
day was come, and Una was dressing the open 
coffin with wreaths of ivy and fresh spring flowers, . 
a low knock was heard at the schoolhouse door, 
which opened immediately after. A light step 
crossed the floor, a woman's dark dress floated by, 
and Eudora Powderhouse threw herself on her 
knees beside the bier, in a passion of woe, which 
seemed to break up the very flood-gates of life. 

Una, startled and moved by the vehement rush 
of the flood, tried what she could to soothe and 
stem the tide, and, going round to the other side 
of the bier, laid her hand on Eudora's head. The 
touch, the softness and sweetness of the loving 
and lovely tones, the gentle firmness of the holy 
words she spoke, seemed to act with power upon 
Eudora. She raised her queenly head, now all 
humbled into the dust, lifted her swollen^ heavy 
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eyes, and, throwiog one arm round Una, drew her 
gently down to kneel beside her, and then hid her 
&ce on her breast. In the act, in the mnte ges- 
ture, there lay such a world of confession and 
sorrowful pleading, that Una's eyes filled with 
tears. To her own unspeakable marvel she found 
herself soothing and caressing Miss Powderhouse 
as if she had been one of her own school-children. 
And it was almost a child's face (in expression) 
that was after a while lifted up, and Miss Powder- 
house whispered, *' Utia, dearest Una, can you 
ever forgive me, or bear the sight of me? Will 
you ever let me be your friend — your sister ?" 

" You ! — Miss Powderhouse ! — you must not 
say so !" 

" Hush, Una ! Hush ! I must tell you some- 
thing." 

A little light seemed to dawn on her sorrowful 
face. 

" Una, I have been to see your strange priest. 
Father Fitzsimon. I have seen him twice, and 
I mean some day to be a Catholic, and I do hope 
to be forgiven for all !" 

Una grasped her hand, and bowed down her 
head upon it. Oh, was, then, the martyred blood 
poured out for this ? Could any life of earthly joy 
and aflfection be weighed in the balance with 
the rich gift of this soul ? Her thoughts flew 
up to the crystal sea before God's Throne, and 
there she seemed to hold converse with her lost 
one — lost, and yet for ever found ; for he was 
safe and at home, winning blessings for those he 
had left. Again, as in her dream, she seemed to 
see him clothed in light, and as then she heard 
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the words repeated, " We cannot be together yet, 
but very soon.'* 

Bat all she could do or say was to press her lips 
gently on Eudora's hand, and murmur, '* Oh, I 
am glad ! I am thankful and glad !'' 

So when Michael and Nora walked next to Ban- 
dal's bier, the amazed and wondering villagers saw 
Miss Powderhouse following them with Una, and 
little Martin walking between them. 

The long rays of the setting sun shone brightly 
and softly on the bier, the coffin open, according 
to the custom of the place, that all might take a 
farewell look at him they followed to the grave. 
One after another, those who had watched him 
from the cradle, and taken pride in his growing 
beauty and strength, now came to look at the pale 
glory of that noble face, hushed in massive and 
calmest repose, and to sprinkle holy water on the 
dust of the faithful departed. 

No one could do this without loud sobs and 
tears, and deep and manly grief. But one and all 
still felt rather the triumph of following the relics 
of a martyr, than the ordinary sorrow for the dead. 
They stood round with kindled and elevated hearts 
to hear what Father Fitzsimon said ; for Father 
Murphy could not trust himself to speak for the 
one who had laid down his life for himself. 

His words were few and deeply moved, and very 
solemn. He touched gently upon the youth and 
prospects of the dead, and how this orphan boy 
had been loved and watched by all his friends. It 
might be called a lot of the saddest kind, that one 
80 beloved and bright and beautiful, should be cut 
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off suddenly by a Tiolent hand. And yet he called 
it one of the most glorious he had ever known. 

" Jnst when restored happiness, and hope for 
the future, and his approaching marriage, should 
have made him most love and cherish his life and 
safety, after a return to his duties and a full re- 
concilement with God, their beloved brother had 
freely offered himself as a sacrifice to save the life 
of his priest. It was not by accident, or by any 
chance impulse, but by generously offering him- 
self as a shield, that he had been accepted as a 
victim of charity for another. * Greater love hath 
no man than this : that he lay down his life for a 
friend.' He who can do this follows the most 
nearly in the steps of Him Who laid down His life 
for us all. May the perpetual light shine upon 
him ! May he rest in peace !" 

Low and deep, like a mufSed bell, the response 
ran round — "Amen!** Then the old white- 
haired Michael Macnamara, leading Nora, stepped 
forward, and they softly kissed the brow of the 
dead, and sprinkled the holy water with a reverent 
hand. Then he gently closed the coffin. 

They lowered him slowly into the grave, and 
chanted the responses ; and when the earth fell on 
the coffin, Una felt the shuddering sob that ran 
through Eudora at the sound. But she herself 
was calm. 

And presently the mound was dressed with 
fresh green sods and vrreaths of spring flowers, 
and the temporary wooden cross was decked with 
garlands, as was the custom in that place. 

When every^one was gone, Una laid herself 
down beside the grave, and it seemed that her 
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heart would snrely break with that great sorrow. 
But she offered her sacrifice again to God and re- 
newed her fervent desire to do His whole will. 
Then she kissed the sod with one long deep kiss, 
and rose up and went with £udora to the presby- 
tery, where she was much consoled. 

Years went by, and, as we have said, Peters- 
town saw better times. Exeter Hall resigned his 
living, and went out to Honolulu, where he distin- 
guished himself by translating the Book of the 
Pentateuch into such Scriptures as would greatly 
have astonished Moses. Israel Brooker, much 
improved by experience, also left Peterstown, but 
what became of him never transpired. Miss 
Powderhouse firmly believed he would die a 
Catholic. 

After some lapse of time, Father Fitzsimon was 
removed by his superiors to India, where, after 
establishing two colleges of the Society, and re- 
ceiving numberless souls into the true fold, he 
oflfered himself to serve in the cholera-hospital in 
a mountain district, from which the ordinary helps 
had fled in dismay. And there, after imitating 
St. Francis Xavier in his zeal, his charity, and his 
winning of souls, his worn-out frame gave way to 
the disease, and he died, like him, nearly alone, 
with his crucifix in his hand, and went to receive 
his crown. 

But at Peterstown there was comfort and help. 
Eudora Powderhouse served an apprenticeship to 
Una. She went with her to all the cabins ; she 
learnt thoroughly to know the people ; she sought, 
early and late, to repair her former misdoings and 
her cherished pride. She took revenge upon her- 
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self by rinshrinking patience and lowliest service 
of the poor of Christ. She had great means, but 
she looked upon them only as lent^ and herself as 
a steward for his goods. 

And thus it was that Father Murphy in his 
green old age, and Colonel Powderhouse, had two 
allies in managing Peterstown. 

As for the other one, she was the very salt that 
kept savour in the whole work. Bound and con- 
secrated to God by special vows, permitted and 
renewed by the priest, Una put on the cord and 
habit of St. Francis under her ordinary dress, and 
in true poverty and purity of spirit walked in the 
footsteps of Jesus, and ministered to His beloved 
poor. 

Wherever there was sorrow and want ; wherever 
there was sin or shame ; wherever there was fierce 
temptation, or reckless guilt, or sullen despair ; 
wherever contrition and the strivings of grace, — 
there was Una to be found, and never was there in 
vain. Meek and pitiful, simple as a child, fearless 
as a lion, nothing was too hard, too bad, too black 
for her to brave, that by all means she might win 
some soul for Christ. 

We can take our last look at her now, in the 
early summer dawn, kneeling at her little window, 
looking in upon the church and the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, which as it was her only Love, was also 
permitted to be her Neighbour. For, like Bona 
and the solitaries of old, she had one little bare 
chamber made for her at the end of the church, 
and there she lived and died. 

And as we look at her pale and wasted; but 
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sweetest face for the last time, we rejoice too, as 
Peterstown did, in knowing " Sister Una ;** and 
at having once, at least, beheld the actual truth of 
those wonderful words of the great Apostle: " Now 
I no longer live^ but Christ liveth in me.*' 
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